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VIRGIN SACRIFICE 


“Stop,” she giggled. “Just stop.” 

Adam sighed in frustration, as she pushed his hands away again. He had 
managed to cop a feel several times, but getting under her shirt, well that 
always seemed to be just out of reach. 

The holy grail, he thought. 

“Goooddd,” she scoffed in a way only a teenage girl could manage, 
conveying both annoyance and acceptance. “I told you we were going to do it. 
Just let me make a phone call first.” 

If he were any less of a gentleman, he would have taken her right there in 
the phone booth. Still the promise of sex was enough to keep his baser 
instincts in check. 

“Do you have a quarter?” She asked. 

“What?” He said, unable to gather his thoughts. 

“A quarter, stupid,” she answered, annoyed. “For the phone.” 

Now he understood, and quickly fumbled through his pants pockets, 
praying to the gods of lust that he had some spare change, as a quarter stood 
in the way of absolute bliss. 

Success! 

He held the coin out to her as a token of his affection. 

She took it, scoffed and then shook her head. But offered him a smile, 
nonetheless. 

She turned and now went to the phone. 

Adam’s eyes boggled as he stared at her backside. 

He had learned a new word today: Voluptuous. And voluptuous was the 
perfect word to describe Teresa Spearman. She had been a cheerleader, but 
quit the team her senior year. But her cheerleading days were still evident 
especially in her strong athletic legs. Teresa's hair was almost completely black 
and her skin was a smooth dark chocolate. Her lips full, and her body looked 
built to offer almost endless pleasure. Adam couldn’t stop thinking about her, 
and even when he closed his eyes her image still lingered in his mind. Why she 
had chosen him, some lowly second stringer on the basketball team, was a 
mystery best left unanswered. Today they were together, and that’s all that 
really mattered. And if he didn’t completely mess it up, soon enough he’d get 
to know the most intimate part of her. 

“Cole,” she said, holding the phone close to her full lips. 

“Cole?” Adam said out-loud, his infatuation temporarily thwarted. 

She glared at him, and then waved him dismissively away. 

“Its Teresa,” she said into the phone again. “Can you let us in? I forgot my 
key.” 

Adam could hear a muffled voice on the end of the line, a voice that 
defiantly sounded male. 

Adam folded his arms across his chest and leaned back against the door. 


What the hell is going on? His rational mind asked, and then offered up a 
few speculations. You’re being fooled man. She’s pranking you. Or her much 
bigger and stronger boyfriend is going burst in while your naked and whoop 
your ass. Get out of here! 

But a more primitive arousal held him fast. There is still a chance youre 
going to get some pussy out of this, and that’s the voice he listened to now. 

“You're so sweet,” she said. “Thanks, you're a life saver.” 

“So, who was that?” Adam asked as they stepped out of the phone booth. 
Almost adding: Is that your boyfriend or something? But wisely kept that to 
himself. Pussy was still on the table, so he didn’t want to over play his hand. 

“God,” she scoffed, and rolled her eyes. “It’s nobody, okay.” 

“Didn’t sound like nobody,” Adam snapped a little harsher than he meant 
to. 

“What are you jealous?” She asked, the smile dropping, as she folded her 
arms across her chest. 

“Quit messing around,” Adam said, anger suppressing his need to get laid. 

Teresa held up her hands in mock surrender. 

The gesture took all the fight out of him, as he stared at the hard nipples 
outlined in the fabric of her red sweater. 

“He’s nobody,” she repeated. “Just my stupid twin brother.” 

“Uh... Is it cool with him there, I mean...” Adam began. 

She cut him off with a laugh, breaking the tension between them. The laugh 
was followed by a smile that lit up her face. It was the most beautiful sight in 
the world, well next to her hard nipples and her mouth-watering ass, of 
course. 

“Look, Cole is... weird,” Teresa said. “But he’s quiet and won’t bother us. He 
sits in his room and just reads comic books all day.” 

Adam relaxed, until Teresa punched him in the arm. 

“So do you want to get laid or not?” She asked, exasperated. “Or do want to 
ask me more dumb questions?” 

“Laid, please,” Adam said without hesitation. 

“Good,” she said, taking his hand into her’s. 

After they had walked a little, she snuggled up close to him, and Adam took 
the hint, draping an arm across her shoulder. 

“I’m really excited,” she said. “This will be my first time.” 

“Y-Y-You’re a virgin?” He stammered, practically choking on his own 
words. His face went red with embarrassment. Then, to add salt to the wound 
he followed up by saying: “But I mean look at you.” 

Fuck, Adam thought. You're coming across as a total creep. Stop fucking it 
up. 
He fell silent, not waiting to blow it any further than he already had. 

She sighed, but hadn’t run screaming in terror, so that was good. 

“T know how boys look at me,” she answered wearily. 

Then she kissed him on the cheek, and his heart soared through his chest. 
Adam heard her giggle softly, and now looked down to see her face had also 
gone red. 

“I wanted my first time to be with someone who wasn’t...experienced. That 
way we could kind of be weird and awkward together, you know what I 
mean?” 

“Tve fooled around with girls before,” he blurted out. 

“Oh, yeah,” she answered. “I totally believe you.” 


She looked up at him, and offered him a shy smile. 

“It'll be fine,” she assured him. “Did you bring a condom.” 

“Shit,” he cried. “I forgot.” 

She sighed and pulled away from him. 

“T think I have one in my purse,” she said, and began to search her bag. 

Fuck, I blew it, Adam thought. 

“You're in luck, mister,” Teresa said holding the rubber up in triumph. “I 
had the foresight to grab one from the nurse’s office.” 

“T hope it’s one size fits all,” Adam answered, full of bravado now. 

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she answered. 

They now turned, and she led him up the hill to her house. 

“You don’t need to worry about Cole,” she said now. “He won’t bother us or 
say anything to my mom. So, it’s practically like we have the house to 
ourselves.” 

“Wasn't worried for a second,” Adam said. Still full of bravado. 

“Uh-huh,” she said in disbelief. 

“T will say one thing about him, though,” she continued, as they approached 
the front door. “He does as he’s told.” 

She turned the knob and opened the door. 

“After you,” Adam said. He was so excited he could barely stand still. 

“Such a gentleman,” Teresa said stepping inside. 

Then laughing, she slammed the door in his face. 

“Hey,” he cried, pushing the door open. 

“T don’t know what happened,” she said innocently. 

He approached. 

She took a step back, and then turned and ran at full speed down the 
hallway. 

Adam rushed to catch up. He was panting like a dog when he finally caught 
up to her. 

The girl of his dreams waited for him. Standing just inside her bedroom. 

At his approach, she again tried to shut the door in his face, but this time he 
would not be denied. 

Adam kicked the door open, and then shoved her further back into the 
room. 

Giggling nervously, she surrendered to him sitting down on the mattress. 

“Take off your shirt,” she cried, letting her tongue drag across her lips. 

Her wish was his command, and seconds later he stood bare chested before 
her. 

But, she had a surprise waiting for him. And in the seconds that he had 
spent taking off his shirt, she had followed his lead, and now her breasts lay 
exposed to him. 

Adam stood frozen, staring at her in open mouthed wonder. Her boobs 
were even better than he could have imagined. 

“What,” she said, annoyed. The girl turned her head shyly away. 

“You're beautiful,” he blurted out. 

“Whatever,” she scoffed, but tucked a few strands of her black hair behind 
an ear in a flirty gesture. 

“You can...um...touch them if you want?” 

He didn’t need to be told twice, and now reached out. 

She whimpered, as his hands squeezed her breasts. Then tilting her head 
back, moaned, as he pinched her nipples with his thumb and forefinger. 


Her breasts felt soft but heavy, and her nipples were hard and sharp. He 
continued to fondle her, until she cut his fun short and pushed his hands 
away. 

He had left her panting, and that made him swell with pride. But he also 
felt lightheaded. A combination of excitement and all his blood being called 
into service down below. 

That’s why he was relieved when she patted the mattress next to her and 
told him to sit. 

Things felt awkward now with both of them sitting on the bed half naked. 
Should he play with her tits again? 

It was his dream girl who ultimately broke the awkwardness, when she 
kissed him on the cheek. He turned his head, and almost immediately she 
pressed her lips against his. Several more kisses followed. 

Adam had a moment of panic hoping he was doing this right. He hadn’t 
kissed that many girls before, well except kissing his cousin Rachel once when 
they were both about thirteen just so they could satisfy their curiosity, and 
that kiss had been just as awkward as the ones he was dishing out now. It 
wasn’t like in the movies. Teresa’s kisses were eager, but clumsy and sloppy 
lacking any sort of finesse. Not that he was complaining. 

She pulled back and gulped. But she stared at him. Her expression was both 
nervous and yet hungry. 

Things moved fast now. 

And both of them were still panting as her hand drifted toward his crotch. 

He grunted, as her finger lightly stroked him through the fabric of his 
pants, reminding him just how big and hard his erection was. 

“D-D-Does it hurt?” She asked innocently. “When it’s hard like this.” 

He quickly nodded in answer. 

Her face flushed red in response, as she turned her head away from him 
again, not able to look him in the eye. 

She was so easily embarrassed, he thought, but that just made him want 
her more. 

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Okay...um...take off your pants.” 

He jumped up, and quickly stripped. 

She, meanwhile, turned away, and reached for something on the bed. 

Naked, Adam sat back down on the bed. 

She met him there, holding the condom in her hand. 

She had managed to get the wrapper open, but her hands shook as she tried 
to put it on him, and it fell to the floor. 

“It’s fine,” he assured her. “I got it.” 

Teresa nodded, and then got into bed, pulling the covers over her. Once her 
modesty was protected, she raised her hips, and slipped out of her skirt and 
underwear, kicking the garments further down the bed. 

“Tm ready,” she whispered, as she lay back. 

So was he, and Adam thank God he had been paying attention in health 
class, as he slipped the condom on like a glove. 

He lifted the covers and got into the bed with her. 

They were both panting again, out of breath with excitement. 

Excitement turned to frustration, as he was having a hard time figuring out 
how to put it in. 

“Down a bit,” she told him, but he could hear the annoyance in her voice. 
“Its slipping up, you’re just rubbing it...” 


She suddenly gasped, as his fingers probed, trying to find the way in. 

“Right there! Right there!” she screamed as his forefinger poked at the 
soaking wet entrance. 

He pulled back, and now aimed his stiff cock, then took the plunge. 

They both cried out, as he sank deep inside of her. 

The smell of iron filled the air, signaling the end of her innocence, and the 
sudden violation left both of them shaking. 

Again, it wasn’t like in the movies, not even the more adult ones he had 
swiped, on a dare, from the video store’s backroom. 

In the movies, fucking was an art. The men were strong and powerful. The 
women were eager and willing. And both sexes knew how to take the other to 
heights of bliss only dreamed about. 

But, here in the bed, Adam found their bliss to be awkward and strange. 

Teresa, wincing in pain, had tilted her head back, but her body wiggled 
underneath him. 

For Adam, this intimate act felt a little like dying. 

His heart raced, and he couldn’t catch his breath. 

And she was tight, so tight, it felt like she was squeezing the life right out of 
him. 

“Thrust,” she whimpered. 

His mind reeled at the thought, but his body obey, as his hips began to 
buck, diving deep and then easing back, only to dive deep again. 

“Faster,” she hissed, and he obeyed, quickening his pace. 

It was starting to feel better, now that he was a more active participant in 
their shared sin, but the act itself still left him breathless. 

She actually seemed to be getting more out of it than he was, as each thrust 
elicited a soft little cry from her thick lips. 

She was still so tight, though, and he could feel his cock throbbing inside of 
her, ready to burst. 

Teresa must have sensed this too, for now she wrapped her strong, athletic 
legs around his hips, locking him in place. 

It ended with a loud grunt, as he came. 

The climax left him feeling drained and lightheaded, and his body slumped 
on top of her. 

She moaned underneath him, and her body too almost seemed to go numb. 

They were both panting again, this time from exhaustion. 

But it was only when he finally pulled out of her and rolled onto his back 
that he felt like he could breathe again. 

The tightness of her still lingered, even as he cock began to shrink. 

“It'll be better next time,” she promised him, and then kissed him on the 
cheek. 

He nodded, even though he felt sweaty and kind of gross. Still the promise 
of more sex made his cock stiffen a little. 

But the growing erection reminded him that he was still wearing a condom, 
and the rubbery skin felt stifling. 

He sat up and pulled the bedding away. 

“What the fuck?” He screamed, as he looked down. The condom and most 
of his crotch were covered in blood. 

Disgusted he pulled off the condom and flung it away into the mess of her 
room. The bare skin of his shaft lay exposed. 

“What is it?” Teresa cried, sitting up and looking over his shoulder. 


“Oh,” she said, laughing a little. 

“Its not funny,” Adam snapped, as he jumped out of bed. 

“Its fine,” she said. “Come back to bed. I told you I was a virgin.” 

Despite her assures, he still felt complete and utterly grossed out by the 
bloody mess. 

Teresa slipped her arms around his stomach, and now showered his back 
with kisses. 

“We can take a shower together,” she offered. “TIl get you nice and clean.” 

The offer was a tempting one, and now he turned to face her again. 

She kissed him on the mouth this time. 

“TI can even finish you off with my mouth,” she said, sweetening the deal. 
“T know how to do that.” 

Adam chuckled nervously, even as his cock grew rigid in want. 

Still standing, Teresa laid her head on his bare chest. For his part, Adam 
embraced her, letting his fingers trace the small of her back. 

“T just need you to stay with me for a little bit,” she whispered. “Especially 
after what we just did. I want to feel close to you.” 

Adam silently nodded. That seemed only fair, plus if she was going to blow 
him, then maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad idea to stick around. 

“Tt will be better next time,” she said softly. “I promise.” 

At this point, Adam was ready to agree to anything she said. But then he 
saw the blood. 

The small pool of it that stained her white sheets. 

His earlier revulsion returned with a vengeance, and now he pushed her 
back. 

“I got to go,” he said, quickly gathering his clothes, and doing his best not to 
look her in the eye. 

“What are you talking about,” she cried. 

“I got to go,” he said, pulling up his pants. 

“What the hell is wrong with you!” She screamed. “After what we just did!” 

Dressed, he made a dash for the door, but she followed him out. 

“So you're just going to fuck me, and leave!” She screamed now. 

Adam did not answer. 

“Don’t you ever talk to me again!” Teresa cried. “You fucking asshole!” 

The words followed him out the door, and by the time he stepped outside, 
Adam knew he that he completely fucked up a good thing. 


II. 
INNOCENCE LOST 


Cole lay in his bed, riffling through the pages of a coverless skin mag. He 
thought himself quite clever stealing it from the paper recycling bin behind 
the pharmacy. But the magazine really didn’t hold his interest. He liked the 
girls, he supposed, but it still felt weird to think about them in that way. It 
wasn’t that long ago that he’d thought girls were stupid, and annoying, but 
now as a young adult he couldn’t stop thinking about them. The erections now 
came frequently, and at the most embarrassing times, although he really 
wasn’t sure what to do about them at first, until the wet dreams started. He 
had no dad in his life to guide him through, only a mom who was a total bitch, 
and could care less about him. But he knew his place in the pecking order. 
Girls thought he was creepy, and he did his best to try and not stare at them. 
The only girl who paid any attention to him was his best and only friend 
Bernadette, and with her beach ball body she didn’t really look anything like 
the girls in the skin magazines. Cole sighed, bored and restless. He let the skin 
mag fall to the floor, reminding himself to hide it later before his mom came 
home. He lay back trying to work up the energy to call Bernadette to see if she 
wanted to hang out, but he just couldn’t even be fucked to make the effort. His 
life felt empty. In fact, life may be too strong of a word for how he lived. He 
had no life, only routine. 

The phone rang down the hall waking him out of his funk. 

Cole rushed down the hall, feeling strangely excited to find out who was 
calling. Only to be sorely disappointed when he heard his twin sister on the 
other line. He liked his sister well enough, but lately he had been having some 
very strange thoughts about her. His sister did actually look like those girls in 
the magazines, and more than once he caught himself staring at her a little too 
long, and then quickly looked away so she wouldn’t notice. God, when had he 
become such a perv? 

Despite being fraternal twins, most of the time Teresa just ignored him, 
unless she wanted him to do something for her, like now. So, he unlocked the 
door and then went back to his room to wallow in self-pity. 

But today she would not be ignored. 

And when he heard the soft torturous cries spilling from her room to his, 
his ears perked up to listen. When her cries became louder and more frantic, 
he sat up. 

The boy grunted loudly, and his sister soon followed with a breathy sigh. 
Signaled the end to their love making. 

But then the shouting began, low and hushed at first, and then loud and 
angry after. 

Cole went to the door of his room and opened it just a crack. His curiosity 
aroused about what would happen next. 

The boy rushed out of the room and headed down the hall. 

His sister followed, and Cole gasped at the sight. 

She was naked, completely naked. 


And from his vantage point, Cole could see blood trickling down from her 
soaking wet pussy as it beautifully traced the curves at the back of her thighs. 

Cole laughed nervously to himself, and without thinking he reached into his 
shorts. 

His mind raced, taunting him of all the things he wanted to do to her, 
starting with shoving her against the wall and taking her hard from behind. 
And there was something old and primarily about this crude act that excited 
him. It made him feel both powerful and vulnerable at the same time. 

Even as his sister began shouting at the boy, Cole continued to abuse 
himself. 

He finished quickly, the impulsive act had left his body shaking, his breath 
heavy. Like dying a little, and now he laughed at death, as life reasserted itself. 
He was reborn. 

Even after he heard Teresa stomp down the hall and slam the front door 
shut, the image of her naked body lingered in his mind. 

Unknowingly she had ushered him into manhood, and for the first time in 
his life he felt at peace. 

That is until his mother came home, and caught him with his pants down... 


II. 
VIOLENT FANTASIES 


With a fresh welt across his face, Cole wandered slowly down the street 
licking his wounds. That was not the first time his mother had come drunk 
and taken out all the bitterness of her life out on her son. 

“You're just like dad,” the woman had screamed over and over again until 
her voice had become hoarse and raw. 

It was such a daily occurrence, in fact, that Cole was pretty much used to it 
by now. The only thing that he never seemed to get used to was the sour sweet 
smell of booze on her breath. The smell of it always made his stomach turn. 

With no destination in mind, he wandered aimlessly with only the moon 
above to light his way. Cole figured he’d give it a couple of hours, and then go 
home. By then his mom should be passed out on the couch. 

Or better yet, a voice at the back of his mind told him now, maybe the bitch 
will just choke on her own vomit and die. 

The morbid thought offered him some peace of mind, but now the cold 
October air nipped at his bare jacket-less arms making him wish he was back 
in his room. 

“Bernadette,” he cried out. 

Even though it was a little late in the evening, she’d probably let him sleep 
on her couch for a little bit. Bernadette lived with her cousin Felix. But Felix 
was a pretty cool dude, and never seemed to mind if Cole was hanging out 
around the house. 

Cole turned in the opposite direction and started toward Bernadette's 
house. 

But as he rounded the corner, Cole’s mind began to wander, and soon 
drifted towards the obscene. 

Felix works nights as a security guard at the school, he thought. He 
wouldn't be home until at least 5 or 6 in the morning. And Bernadette might 
be fat and plain looking, but she was still a girl and with a little convincing 
might be willing to... 

Cole shook these thoughts away, ashamed he was thinking of his friend in 
that way. They had been friends since grade school, mostly out of desperation, 
because none of the other kids liked them at all, so they had kind of been 
pushed together. Still his true feelings weren’t easy to hide, and his growing 
erection spoke volumes about what he really wanted. 

Suddenly, his body tensed. Somebody was following him. He’d been beaten 
up enough times growing up that he almost had a sixth sense about when 
someone wanted to mess him up. 

He didn’t run, not yet. That would be showing fear and seeing him afraid 
was what his stalker wanted. But Cole did pick up his pace. There was a small 
woodland up ahead, where he and Bernadette liked to hang out. He knew the 
woods like his dick knew the palms of his hand. Cole liked to think his 
knowledge of the woods was because of his proud Native American Heritage. 
But that was bullshit since pretty much everyone who lived here in the village 


was Native. Still, Cole reasoned, that if he could make it to the woods, he 
should be able to easy navigate through it, and then he’d be home free. 

But Cole was small for his age, and his step was short. He really didn’t have 
a chance. 

“Fuck,” Cole said just under his breath, as the sound of heavy boots racing 
to catch up to him filled his ears. 

Soon, he heard giggling behind him and then two voices. 

They were getting closer. 

“Hey freak!” One of them called out now. The voice was slightly muffled, 
but it was definitely feminine. 

But what stopped him dead in his tracks, was the terrible sour sweet smell 
of booze that made his stomach turn. 

“Mom,” he called out, as strong hands clasped his shoulder. In one quick 
motion he felt his feet lift off the ground, only to be violently thrown back onto 
the ground a few seconds later. 

“Your mommy isn’t going to save your ass,” a voice cackled. 

Two girls looked down at him. It wasn’t a pretty sight. He lifted his head up, 
but he already intimately knew who they were: Sam and Roberta. Technically, 
they were his “cousins” but that really didn’t mean much. After all, they all 
lived in a small Native American village in Alaska, where everyone was 
vaguely related to everyone else. Roberta and Sam were closer than most 
though, and had a sisterly bond: same mom, different dads. 

“What the hell are you staring at, freak,” Sam snarled. 

Cole quickly averted his eyes. He had been staring at her shirt. Across her 
flat chest were the words: MALE GAZE. But there was a circle with a line 
through the message, warning him away. Sam really didn’t have anything to 
worry about there. She wasn’t exactly anyone’s idea of a dream girl. Far from 
it. If anything, she served as a poster child for not in-breeding with your close 
relations. A little uncle and niece action, rumor has it, had produced this girl, 
who was ugly as sin. Not that uncommon in the village, as there wasn’t much 
to do except to get drunk and screw. But Sam as the Elders said, was touched 
in the head. 

And that’s why Cole was practically shitting his pants, wondering what this 
crazy bitch was going to do. 

They were older and bigger than him, and they had made his life miserable 
from the time he could walk. 

Cole sighed, resigning himself to his fate. 

“Oh my god,” Sam cried, her thin lips curling in disgust. “This little freak 
has a boner.” 

Cole jumped startled when he heard Roberta laughing behind him. He had 
forgotten the other girl was even there. But that was the thing with Roberta; 
she just sort of faded into the background, and always just seemed to follow in 
her sister’s shadow. 

“Look how excited he is,” Sam cackled. “Practically jumping, and we haven’t 
even gotten to the good part yet.” 

“Don’t blow your load too soon,” Roberta cautioned behind him, pushing 
him down. 

Funny thing was though, even though Roberta was a big girl, she was 
actually kind of attractive, and even dressing down in baggy clothes she 
couldn’t hide her shapely curves. And Cole’s mind picked an odd time to 
torment him with images of being on top of the big girl feeling her up. 


“Thing of it is freako,” Sam snarled. “You want to hang out with us girls, 
then you're going to have to lose the family jewels.” 

A switch blade flashed, and Sam’s thin lips pulled back into an insane grin, 
as she held the knife out in front of her. 

“What the fuck, Sam,” Roberta cried. “I thought we were just going to mess 
with him.” 

“Shut up!” Sam screamed, and then advanced. 

Cole struggled, trying to break free, even as Sam narrowed the gap between 
them. 

“Tm doing you a favor,” Sam snarled, but her words came out in slurs, and 
again Cole was reminded of his mother. “It’s like not you're going to need it, 
what girl is ever going to fuck you anyway?” 

“What the fuck, Sam! What the fuck,” Roberta cried out again, but she still 
held Cole down. 

“Shut up! Shut up!” Sam screamed in response. She was even closer now, 
almost close enough to touch. 

But a voice at the back of his mind, reminded him that he had been ushered 
into manhood today, and all the anger, and resentment, and rage that he’d 
bottled now spilled out. He stopped struggling, and instead lashed out into 
one powerful kick. 

Sam’ s knee bent back, causing her to fall face first onto the sidewalk. 

“Get out of her, quick,” Roberta whispered into Cole’s ear, as she released 
her grip. 

He didn’t need to be told twice, and he now scrambled to his feet. 

Then he ran, ran towards the woods, slipped in-between the trees. 

“TIl kill you! You fucking bastard!” A crazed voice thundered into the night. 


xx * 


Cole had run into the woods blind, and somehow had gotten completely 
turned around. He was sure that he had taken the right path to Bernadette's 
house. But everything was so different in the dark. 

He heard them, they weren’t hard to miss as their heavy boots stomped 
loudly through the woods, leaving a trail of broken branches in their wake. 

Cole shivered, panic freezing him in place. 

“I was only joking,” Sam called out. “God! I’m sorry alright! Just come out!” 

Cole ducked behind a fallen tree and tried to make himself small. Tucked 
away, he lowered his head. She was lying, of course. Part of him wanted to give 
up and let her do it. Let her cut off his balls, and then let himself bleed to 
death alone in the woods. At least then he’d be put out of his misery. But 
another part of him now seethed with rage. He was so tired of being beaten 
down and picked on by everyone. He wanted to hurt them. Hurt them so 
much that they would even dream of lifting a finger against him again. Let 
someone else be afraid for a change. 

His hands, so small, now balled into fists. 

“T wish I were big. Big and strong, so no one would ever mess me again. 
After all the shit I’ve been through,” he cursed under his breath. “You owe me 
that much at least.” 

“Fine!” Sam called out, almost in answer to his prayer. “Keep hiding you 
little shit! When I find you, I’m really going to make you suffer!” 


All his rage, all his prayers amounted to nothing, Cole realized now. 
Nothing but empty words. And the revelation broke him. Still he began to sob. 
His face burning red with shame and embarrassment, as he cursed himself for 
being such a pussy and crying like a baby. 

“You'd better get your ass over her,” Sam screamed. “If you don’t, I'll go pay 
a visit to your little girlfriend and carve her fat ass up like a stuffed pig!” 

“Hold on,” Cole called out. “I’m coming.” 

Sam shrieked with triumphant laughter. 

He rose to his feet, covered in leaves and dirt, and the back of his pants 
streaked with mud. 

Great, he thought, something else they can laugh about. 

“Don’t keep us waiting, sweetie,” Sam cooed. “This way, over here.” 

He began to march toward the sound of her voice but stopped when he saw 
something strange out of the corner of his eye. 

Just up ahead, he saw a house. A house so white that it glowed in the pale 
moonlight. Cole shook his head in disbelief. But it held him almost in a trance, 
and he couldn’t look away. It was beautiful. 

“Where the fuck are you!” Sam roared. 

But the cry fell on deaf ears, as Cole began walking toward the object of his 
desire. As he approached, Cole again began to get stiff and hard. He was 
pitching a tent as he stood inches away from the front door. Unlike the rest of 
the house, the door was a dark red. But shadows swarmed around the opening 
making it look dirty and obscene. And now the back of mind called up an 
image of his sister’s naked backside. 

Drool spilled from the corners of his mouth, but his throat felt incredibly 
dry. 

The door spread open at his approach, revealing nothing of the secrets 
inside, but inky blackness. But he paused on the doorstep. The hairs on the 
back of his neck stood straight on end. It felt like someone was watching him. 
And turning his head, Cole’s eyes darted toward the tree line. He couldn’t be 
sure, but it looked like people were peering out at him from behind the trees. 

A loud SNAP shook him back to reality, and now he saw Sam and Roberta 
stumbling out of the woods. 

They hadn’t seen him yet, and he still had time to hide. The obvious place 
was of course right in front of him. He should dash into the dark house and 
close the door behind him. Cole shook his head. Too obvious, he thought. His 
survival instincts were finally kicking in, and now he jumped from the porch 
and ran behind the house, hoping he could escape into the woods from the 
other side. His hopes were soon dashed, as a large steep hill lay between him 
and the woods, cutting him off his escape. He was trapped. The only way out 
was to run back around to the front and go back the way he came. 

“You saw him, right?” Sam snarled. 

Cole listened. 

“Come on Sam,” Roberta pleaded. “You’re drunk. Let’s just go home, so you 
can sleep it off.” 

“Quit being such a wuss,” Sam growled in a hushed whisper. 

Sam sighed, heavily, and laughed nervously. “Oh god,” she said now, her 
voice shaking. “I’m so fucking wet. All you have to do is hold him down, while 
I do the deed. And when it’s over, I want you to finger my fucking brains 
out...” 


“W-w-we shouldn’t do that Sam,” Roberta stammered weakly. “It’s wrong, 
we shouldn’t have done it that one time.” 

“Jesus Christ, Roberta,” Sam shrieked. “Grow a fucking pair and stop 
throwing that Catholic bullshit in my face. Do you really think we’re going to 
burn in hell after...” 

Sam let out an ear-piercing scream. But that scream was cut short, as Cole 
heard a door bang shut. 

Throwing caution to the wind, Cole ran to the front of the house. 

He found Roberta huddled in the corner of the porch shaking. 

“There’s something in the house,” she cried. 

Cole rushed to the girl's side, but nearly retched. Roberta had pissed her 
pants and the smell and warmth of it filled him with absolute disgust. 

“Yellow eyes,” Roberta sobbed, pointing a shaking finger at the door. “The 
thing that took Sam, it had yellow eyes.” 

Roberta turned her face away, trying to hide with it, but Cole saw her face 
burning a beat red. 

“And it filled my mind with such dirty thoughts.” 

Cole reached out, touching her shoulder, but she quickly flinched at his 
touch. Shaking her head. 

It was terrifying to see this big girl cowering in fear. More frightening was 
when she began to laugh. A low, shaky laugh. 

“And I liked it, oh Dear Jesus and Mother Mary, I liked it. All those 
unspeakable things that I could only dream about, but never dare to say out 
loud...” 

The big girl suddenly snapped her head in his direction, but her eyes 
lowered, until her gaze held tight on his crotch. 

Roberta licked her lips, and now arched her back while at the same time 
pushed her chest forward. 

Cole could see the big girl’s hard nipples straining against the fabric of her 
black T-shirt. And he may have had the shy awkwardness of a boy, but even 
as inexperienced as he was with the opposite sex he could tell she wanted him. 

The hard obscene thing between his legs throbbed in anticipation of what 
she had to offer. 

Roberta yanked him down by the bottom of his shirt. 

Once he was on her level, she opened her legs wide, while at the same time 
pulled him close. 

A musky smell overpowered his nostrils now, making Cole feel both 
nervous and excited, his earlier revolution now totally forgotten. 

Roberta sighed heavily, and he could feel her hot breath on his cheek. 
Wrapping her arms behind his neck, she pulled his head down. Their lips 
touched briefly, and the sensation made them both moan. No words were 
spoken, nor did they need to be. The thoughts and feelings they shared in that 
moment were as old as creation itself. 

But it was not meant to be. 

“No!” Roberta cried suddenly, shoving Cole back so hard that he landed 
with a thud on the splintery porch. “This is wrong.” 

“No! No!” She shouted twice more, shaking her head to emphasize her 
point. The big girl quickly scrambled to her feet. 

Groaning, Cole sat up feeling both annoyed and angry that she had worked 
him up only to leave him high and dry. 

Roberta, however, had lost interest in him. 


Cole, on the other hand, wasn’t ready to let her go, and now watched 
hungrily as her shapely ass shook a little, as she pounded on the door. 

“Sam!” Roberta cried. “Sam! Open the door!” 

Cole stood, shaking his head, and started back towards the woods again. He 
had no desire to stick around, if Sam was going to join the party. 

“Cole, help me,” Roberta pleaded. “We can’t just leave her in there.” 

The smart thing would be for them to go find a phone and call the village 
police. And let them deal with his crazy ass cousin. 

But the painful erection, that still tented the front of his pants, planted a 
more devious idea in his mind. 

He could pretend to help Roberta out, even comfort her. Then maybe she’d 
help him out with his little problem as a reward for being so nice. 

It turned out that his plan wasn’t as crazy or desperate as it may have 
seemed. 

Roberta turned to face Cole again. 

He sees that her nipples are still hard. The fabric of her shirt can barely 
hold back her large breasts. 

Cole narrowed the gap between them. 

At his approach, Roberta's body begins to shake and now she moans softly. 

Suddenly, she cried out, but not in pain. The big girl shoved her hand down 
the front of her pants and began to rub herself. She threw herself against the 
door and then slowly slid down until her large butt plopped onto the porch 
again. Grounded, she spread her legs wide and continued to rub herself. 

“Oh god,” Roberta cried. “I've never been so horny in my life!” 

Cole couldn't turn away. The sight of the girl debasing herself in front of 
him was truly frightening and yet the immoral act was hypnotic. 

“What's happening to me?” Roberta screamed. At the same time, she now 
tore open the crotch of her sweatpants. 

In response, Cole opened his pants and started to stroke his painful 
erection. 

The big girl now rolled onto her hands and knees. Once in position she 
raised her ass high. 

“Please Cole,” Roberta hissed, “I need it.” 

Cole's eyes went wide. Her bare pussy was now exposed and dripping wet. 
He had never seen a girl's privates up close. Her fat slit looked so good. 

“Please,” she begged. “It will be our little secret...” 

Still hard, Cole staggered forward, but quickly came to an abrupt stop. 

“Roberta,” he cried. “Look out!” 

But the warning came too late. 

A large, clawed hand reached out of the door and clasped around Roberta's 
head. It lifted the big girl up, leaving her butt and her pussy still exposed. 

The girl let out a startled cry. The cry was followed by an orgasmic moan 
that made the girl's entire body tremble. 

Roberta was pulled inside the house and the door slammed shut. It didn't 
remain closed for long and opened again as Cole pulled up his pants. 

“Roberta,” Cole called out. 

The big girl did not answer. 

Instead, the clawed hand reached out again, and now a long finger 
beckoned him forward. 

Cole shook his head, but his feet continued to stagger toward the door. The 
clawed hand now held a necklace that shimmered in the moonlight. 


Cole wanted the necklace. He wanted it more than anything else in the 
world. 

The clawed hand dangled the object in front of him, begging the boy to take 
it. 

Cole licked his dry lips, and heedless of any danger reached out for it. The 
clawed fingers let it drop in the boy's hand. 

Cole, flinched, the necklace was cold to the touch, so cold that a chill ran up 
his spine. 

The hairs on the back of his neck now stood on end. Cole felt like he was 
being watched again. 

He looked up and saw yellow eyes staring back at him. It put a long finger 
to its lips, and now those lips pulled back stretching into a hideous grin, as it 
revealed sharp yellow teeth. 

Cole ran for his life. 

He didn't stop running until he was out of breath. 

Even after Cole caught his breath, his heart still raced. 

As he edged out the woods, Cole couldn't shake the feeling that he was still 
being watched. Curiosity got the better of him. And now Cole turned to face 
the woods again. There he saw people peeking out from behind the trees. 

“Cole...” 

The whispers came from nowhere and everywhere. 

“Cole,” the whispering said again. The whispering sounded closer. 

“Play with us,” it beckoned now. The request was followed by girlish 
giggling that sounded like his cousin, Sam. 

That spooked him enough that Cole found his second wind and now he 
staggered home, with his tail between his legs. 


IV. 
MAKE A MAN OUT OF YOU 


Cole saw his house up ahead and now breathed a sigh of relief. But as he 
approached the safety of his home, he cried out in pain. His feet now bent 
sideways at the ankle, and he stumbled to his knees. His knees didn't support 
him for long and now cracked loudly, as he fell onto his back. 

“Oh god!” Cole screamed to the heaven above. But his jaw broke soon after, 
rendering him speechless. 

Then the true pain began. 

All his bones broke in rapid succession. The fractured sound was more 
agonizing than the rattle of bones. They didn't remain broken for long, but the 
skeletal mending now stretched and pulled skin and muscle impossible long. 
The torment lasted but seconds but to Cole a hellish eternity passed, before it 
finally stopped. 

But his torment was not over yet, as it felt like someone had grabbed his 
dick and now roughly pulled hard on the shaft. 

Then relief blessed relief as he came so hard it left him shaking. 

In the aftermath, Cole’s eyes drifted over to the comfort of his splintery 
porch and the chipped blue paint of his front door. 

Cole stood, but something felt off, as he walked towards the porch steps. 
But the uncanny feeling was hard to ignore. His step felt heavy. His stride was 
long, not short and hurried. And his line of sight had changed. Being so small 
most of his life he was always looking up to see where he was going, but now 
he had to look down as continued towards the porch. The porch steps creaked 
as he touched the first step. That made him pause. They had never done that 
before, at least not for him. 

Cole shakes his head in disbelief as he enters. This all had to be some crazy 
dream. He was glad he had left the door unlocked when he had left the house, 
because he saw that his pants were torn from the waist down, taking the 
pockets with it. 

“Cole,” a voice growled behind him. 

Cole whipped his head and now looked over his shoulder. 

At the edge of the forest, he saw large yellow eyes staring up at him. They 
floated in a sea of inky blackness, until the creature's lip pulled back revealing 
long sharp teeth. “Have fun!” 

Cole gasped and rushed inside, slamming and then locking the door behind 
him. 

It took a while for Cole to calm down. He told himself several times that 
this was all part of some weird dream, and he kept telling himself that until he 
finally believed it. 

But his belief proved short-lived. 

Cole now heard a strange buzzing sound in the back of his head. The 
buzzing urged him to look into the hallway mirror. 

Curiosity got the better of him. 


Cole did a double take, when he confronted the reflection in the hallway 
mirror and saw his father staring back at him. But as he looked closer he saw 
that no it was him just tall and skinny. 

Did his mom buy one of those fun house mirrors? 

But no, the frame was the same and was covered in a thick layer of dust. 

“What is going on?” He said to himself. 

“Something wonderful,” a voice growled back in answer. 

“Who's there?” Cole cried. 

“Why don't you look down,” it said now. 

Cole looked and then gulped. 

His dick now reached down to his knees. 

“What's happening to me? Who are you.” 

“Don't worry, Cole,” the voice said, only now the voice sounded like him. 
“The necklace will make everything clear...” 

Cole shivered and again the hair stood up on the back of his neck. He had 
forgotten all about the necklace, but now it would not be ignored. It felt ice 
cold against his bare chest. 

His clothes hung in tatters on his skinny body. Feeling embarrassed he now 
stripped them off. His intention was to find some better fitting clothes, but he 
forgot all about that as the hideous pendant glowed a strange blue. 

Suddenly, a beam of light stretched out from the necklace, like a snake, and 
then rounded the corner. 

Staring at the light made him feel loopy, and now he blindly followed the 
light around the corner. It felt good to follow the light. 

As he rounded the corner, Cole saw that the strange blue light lit up the 
entire living room. 

On the couch lay a sleeping figure. She lay on her stomach, clad in nothing 
more than her panties and a T-shirt. 

“A gift for you, Cole,” the buzzing voice in the back of his head offered. 

Even in his trance, Cole shook his head. 

“No, I can't.” he said. “She's my mother.” 

But despite his protests, his cock now grew big and stiff. 

Mother she might be, but in the blue light, he saw that she was also a 
woman. 

Cole sank down onto the couch. 

The blue light now shifted, and its obscene radiance poured over the 
woman. Highlighting her feminine curves. 

Like a rabid dog, drool now spilled from the corners of Cole's mouth. He 
wanted her, wanted her so bad it hurt and only a thin layer of fabric separated 
him from getting what he wanted. 

He soon pushed the cloth barrier aside. A musky smell now filled his 
nostrils. The perfume was so thick that he could taste it on his tongue. It 
tasted sweet, like honey. 

His dick now raged, hungry for a taste of such sweet forbidden fruit. 

Her pussy gushed as it welcomed him in. 

The entry took his breath away. 

Cole gasped, unable to catch his breath, but his lust would not be denied. 

He began thrusting, unable to control himself, but her pussy lovingly 
devoured every inch he gave her. 

Suddenly Cole winced in pain. Again, it felt like someone was pulling hard 
on his dick, and now he felt the tip of his penis grow and expand. 


Just as quickly as the pain came, it melted away as a full load of his seed 
poured into her tight snatch. 

Cole moaned in pleasure. 

But the orgasm did not offer him any relief, instead it only feed his lust. 

Panting, he bucked his hips, thrusting harder and faster now, trying to get 
himself to cum again. 

Soon, he got his wish. 

Cole cried out as his seed flowed out of him like a river. 

It was at that moment that his mother woke up. 

“What's happening,” she howled. 

She tried to buck him off. 

“Get off of me!” She screamed. 

“I'm not done,” he growled. 

“Cole?” She cried. 

Cole grabbed her hair and pulled her up. 

“We can’t do this,” she whimpered. “I'm your mother.” 

“Your pussy loves getting fucked by my big fat cock,” he snarled. 

His mother blinked several times as if waking up from a dream. 

“Oh Cole,” she purred now. “Don't stop. My pussy loves fucking your big fat 
cock” 

A crude smile pursed his lips. He let her hair go and now she dropped. 

He grunted as she shoved herself back. 

“Do it hard!” She hissed. 

To emphasize her point, she shoved herself back again, driving his cock 
deep inside. She squirmed as the tip scraped across her womb. 

“Oh yes,” she screamed enthusiastically 

Encouraged he grabbed her hips and yanked her back. 

“Fuck!” She screamed, squirming again. 

She continued to scream as yanked her back and forth over and over again 
until she finally burst, her cum drenching his shaft. 

“Oh my god,” she cried in shivery rapture. 

Still holding her hips, he now rapidly pounded into her again. 

The rapid attack made his mother go insane. 

“Yes, yes,” she screamed. 

He increased his pace. The slapping of their bodies was loud and chaotic to 
his ears. But the sound did little to deter him as he raced to the finish line. 

She screamed, and again his cock was drench to his crotch in her wet bliss. 

Her wetness allowed him to sink even deeper. 

Underneath him his mother moaned, and her body began to shake. The tip 
of his cock repeatedly banged against her cervix. With a hard thrust he pushed 
through this fleshy barrier. 

His roar drowned out her tiny pitiful whimpers, as he deposit load after 
load into her womb. 

In the aftermath, boy and woman sighed. 

Slowly he began to pull out. Her pussy had a tight grip on him, though, and 
it was an effort to free himself. With a loud pop, his dick slipped out. 

Like a Champagne cork, semen pours out from between her legs and onto 
the couch cushion underneath her. 

Cole slumped down on the cushion furthest away from his mother. His 
dick, still so long and thick, slapped against his leg with a heavy wet smack. 

His mother now sat up with a dreamy smile on her face. 


“That was amazing,” she panted. “No one has ever fucked me like that.” 

The woman gulped. 

“I need a drink,” she said. “Do you want anything?” 

Cole jumped up from his seat and grabbed her by her face. 

Her eyes were wide in fright. This was the first time he had ever fought 
back. 

“I am so sick and tired of you getting drunk,” he told her. “And taking all 
your bullshit out on me.” 

The light from the necklace glowed bright again. 

“From now on,” he said, “Every time you want a drink, I want you to suck 
my cock and swallow every last drop of my cum instead. Understand.” 

Still wide eyed, she nodded. 

“Take off your clothes,” he told her now. 

He let her go. 

Shivering, his mother step back and took off her shirt. 

Cole's eyes were immediately drawn to her chest. Her breasts were a sight 
to behold. They sagged a little, but still, they look round and full. His dick 
stiffened again at the sight. 

Now she turned her back to him and took off her panties. Her ass looked 
even better. 

Cole grunted in approval. 

She turned to face him again. 

For a woman in her forties, Cole had to admit, his mother still looked good. 
He had a brief flash of Teresa also naked and saw now that the apple didn't fall 
too far from the tree. 

His mom now licked lips. 

“I'm so thirsty Cole,” she told him now. She dropped to her knees in front of 
him. 

Before he could say anything, she grabbed his dick and directed it to her 
mouth. Opening her mouth big, her lips sealed around the tip. 

“Dear God,” he gasped. 

Her thick lips were moist, and Cole's eyes rolled back in his head as she 
continued to kiss him long and deep. 

Soon she began to bob her head back and forth going a little deeper each 
time. She still held his cock and now stroked the shaft even as she continued 
to suck him off. 

Cole surrendered almost immediately to her. The tender assault provided 
too much for him to bear. Her hard work paid off as his seed now poured 
down her throat. 

His mother chugged it all down without spilling a drop. 

She pulled her head back, making his cock slip out from her thick lips, and 
now smiled up at him. 

Cole staggered and fell back onto the couch. 

“Dear God,” he gasped. 

His mom quickly joined him on the couch. Still smiling, she laid her head 
on his shoulder. 

“Your dad loved getting his dick sucked,” she told him now. “I was never 
the prettiest, but I have big thick lips. That's probably why he married me.” 

She kissed him on the cheek. 

“Glad to see that you're the same way,” she giggled. 

She kissed him again. 


“Now let’s go upstairs to my room,” she suggested. “And fuck each other’s 
brains out.” 


V. 
MAKING YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE 


Even in his dreams, Cole knew no rest. His eyes tore open, and there was a 
moment of panic as he had no idea where he was. All he knows is that he lies 
in a strange bed in a room with no doors or windows. 

The entire room was tinted in a seedy red. 

He hears soft giggling all around him, but in the dim light he can see no 
source of the laughter. As far as Cole can tell he is alone. He tries to get up but 
finds that he cannot move. 

He tries to scream, but no sound escapes his throat. 

The giggle is louder now, louder and closer. 

The sound of it makes Cole wince. 

But the pain he feels is not from being laughed at. Instead, it's more 
physical. 

The obscene thing in-between his legs has grown long in its appetites. So 
long in fact that it stops just short of his own mouth. 

There is more giggling now, louder than before. 

Cole now feels the bed shake underneath him, and again tries to sit up. 

But again, his body does not respond, freezing him in place with paralyzing 
fear. 

Slender hands now reach up, as a human figure crawls out from under the 
bed. 

It is a girl, and she is naked from the waist down. The T-shirt she wears is 
stretched thin, emphasizing the budding breasts underneath the fabric. But 
the words MALE GAZE strikes a familiar chord. Though, he can't quite place 
where he's seen it before. 

She flops onto the bed and soon straddles him. 

More giggling follows, the laughter not coming from the girl, but still all 
around him. 

The girl's cold fingers wrap around the long shaft of his cock. 

It's his cousin Sam, he realizes. But when he looks up for confirmation, Cole 
sees that she has no head. 

“Love me, Cole,” a hollow disembodied voice calls out. 

The headless thing on top of him raises its hips. The girl is dripping wet 
between her legs. 

Like a magnet, his cock is immediately drawn toward her, and despite his 
enormous size, he easily slips inside of her. 

The scent of iron fills the air, and despite the heavy red filter of the room, 
he can see that the headless girl now bleeds between her legs. 

He has stolen her innocence. 

A shivery disembodied sigh cries out at the loss. 

Cole winces again, as the headless girl eagerly begins to grind her hips on 
top of him. 

Cole can't believe how tight she is. So tight it hurts. 

Nonetheless, his cock eagerly throbs in beat to her undulating movements. 

Suddenly, her body shrinks in on itself into a block of squishable flesh. 


His body jumps in shock. Then he screams as the fleshy mold squeezes 
tight around the head of his cock. 

The fleshy mold loosens, stretching, until it reforms back into a girl. 

Cole gasps 

The head of his penis, blooms out of a gash in the girl's neck. Again, the 
smell of iron fills the room. 

Cole opens his mouth, and a steady groan pours out. 

The girl again scrunches down, smothering his cock. It is pure agony. But 
agony is soon followed by pure bliss, when she stretches out, pushing his cock 
back through the gash in her neck. 

Pain and pleasure work in tandem. In a frenzy, the headless girl compacted 
herself tight around his penis and then stretched out letting the cockhead slide 
back through the gash sending him into fleeting moments of unimaginable 
pleasure. 

She repeats the process. 

Cole's eyes roll back, as she continues to both torture and pleasure him. 

Soon he cries out as his seed erupts from the tip, like a fountain, spraying 
all over the headless girl in a geyser of tainted love. Disembodied giggling 
follows the outpouring. 

The unholy aftermath leaves him shaken. So shaken that he barely feels the 
bed stir, as another figure joins them. 

It is another girl. This one larger and chubbier than the tiny fuck he has 
now. The new girl is also naked from the waist down and she is also headless. 
But the only thing that registers with Cole are the girl's large breasts. 

Cole drools at the sight. Her brown nipples are barely concealed by a thin 
stretched out T-shirt. 

Again, disembodied giggling fills the room. 

The big girl pushes her chest out. 

It's an offer Cole greedily takes advantage of as he reaches out and squeezes 
one of her breasts. 

A loud disembodied sigh echoes throughout the room. 

The other girl, meanwhile, scrunches herself down into nothing more than 
flesh around his crotch. 

Cole winces, she is so tight. His dick pokes out of the gash in her neck. Still 
wrapped around his crotch, the mound of flesh (that might be his cousin, 
Sam) pumps itself up and down stroking his long shaft. 

Cole gulps, and then cries out. 

The mold of flesh shoves his cock in one gash, and then let's it pop through 
the gash in her neck. 

The big girl is quick to seize his offered dick and guides it between her own 
legs. 

Cole roars as his dick now plunges deep into the big girl's tiny slit. 

Sam, still squished around the shaft, continues to stroke his cock, even as 
Cole thrusts himself forward. 

But there is no relief to be had. 

He winces, again, teeth clenched, neck muscles straining. That feeling that 
someone is pulling his dick hard returns. Unlike before, it doesn't immediately 
fade. Instead, it lingers, driving him insane with mind numbing pain. 

The big girl gyrates her massive body, getting off on the torment. The blob 
of flesh keeps stroking him. 

Cole finds his voice and cries out again. 


This time in relief as the head of his cock now pokes out through a gash in 
the big girl's neck. 

Disembodied whimpering echoes loudly throughout the room, as the two 
girls thrust and grid sending Cole to the heights of pure ecstasy. 

“Love us, Cole,” disembodied voices call out softly. “Love us.” 

The girls are merciless in their strange love. 

His cock is ready to burst, but that release is frustratingly denied to him. 

Soon he feels the two girls shivering with delight, and it isn't long before he 
hears a loud disembodied sigh. Then feels their wet sin drench his throbbing 
cock. 

But there is no rest for him. Having climaxed, the two girls redouble their 
efforts, first smothering then pulling his cock with frenzied vigor. 

“Oh, dear God!” A voice calls out. The voice sounds just like his mother. 

Cole turns his head at the sound. Now he is greeted by much more familiar 
surroundings. 

Cole is hunched over his mother. He holds her legs. Her naked body is 
curled into a ball. 

“Jesus,” she screams. Her voice is raw. 

Cole pounds down into her. The impact makes her body bounce on the 
mattress. 

Without warning, Cole explodes into her maternal cunt. 

The boy falls onto his mother. 

She holds him in a tender embrace. Her thick lips seek his. Kissing him 
awkwardly. 

She gasps. 

Cole batters her pussy again in rapid bursts. 

Boy and woman soon cry out as he fills her up again. 

“Dear God,” she croaked, as he pulls out of her. 

Once free, Cole rolls on his side, unable to look at her. 

“That was incredible,” she pants. 

Cole says nothing. He was disturbed by what had happened tonight. It all 
felt so very wrong. 

“Cole,” his mother called out softly. “I'm thirsty again.” 

She reaches out and now rolls him onto his back. 

Soon, his mother's thick warm lips wrapped around the obscene beast 
between his legs. 


xx * 


“Wow, mom,” Teresa said. “You look great.” 

“Thanks,” her mom answered. “I feel great too.” 

Cole entered the kitchen. He had stolen a pair of sweatpants and a T-Shirt 
from his mom's closet. The clothes used to belong to his dad. But they fit 
remarkably well. 

His sister Teresa looked up from the kitchen table and gasped. 

“Daddy,” she cried and jumped excitedly out of her chair. Now she rushed 
towards Cole. “You came back!” 

Teresa slammed her body into him and showered him repeatedly with 
kisses. 

“T thought you were gone forever,” she confessed. 


“Uh Teresa,” their mom chimed in. “That's not your dad. That's your 
brother.” 

Teresa pulled back, her lips curling in disgust. 

“I don't blame you,” the older woman told the girl now. “Your brother looks 
a lot like him. It fooled me too.” 

“You asshole,” Teresa hissed and pushed Cole back. She glares at him; at 
the same time, she folds her arms across her chest. Her eyes drift down, and 
then her mouth opens in surprise at sight of the growing bulge that snakes 
down his pant leg. 

Her face burns red. 

“T'd better get to school” Teresa says, and then races out the back door. 

His mother laughs. 

“Teresa is such a silly girl,” the older woman says now. 

Now it's Cole's turn to stare in open-mouth surprise. The gray dullness in 
his mother's hair had gone. Now her hair was a lush black. The crow’s feet 
around her eyes and the lines around her mouth had also faded. She looks ten 
years younger. She smiled up at him and Cole's heart nearly stopped. She was 
so beautiful. The smile twisted into something a lot more crude. The woman 
pushed herself up against him. 

Now, she stood on the tips of her toes and kissed him on the lips. At the 
same time, her arms wrapped around his neck, and now pulled him down to 
her level. 

Her kiss was long and deep, and she took his breath away. 

He is so hard now, that the beast is ready to tear through his pants. 

“T know what we did last night was so wrong,” she said in a breathy 
whisper. “and we should be ashamed of ourselves. But I really liked it.” 

She grabbed his erection and began stroking it through the fabric of his 
sweatpants. 

He grunted in approval. 

“Tt helps that you look so much like your dad,” she said, while at the same 
time she tucked a few strands of her dark hair behind an ear. 

“Sit here,” she said now, pulling out a kitchen chair. 

He sat, but kept his eyes focused on the woman. 

His obedience is soon rewarded. 

His mother turns her back on him, and then lets her dress drop. Naked now 
the older woman faced him again. 

Cole gulped her breasts looked bigger, and more full. Her nipples are hard 
and sharp. 

Her thick lips curled into a knowing smile. She had him, and she knew it. 

His mother approached again. Her step was light and cat-like. 

“T don't have to be at work until noon,” she told him. “That gives us a good 
four hours to have some fun” 

She dropped to her knees in front of him and now pulled down the front of 
his sweatpants releasing his erection from the fabric. 

“Oh my god,” she cried at the sight of the beast. 

Thick pre-cum drips from the cock head. 

His mother licks her lips. 

“I'm so thirsty, Cole.” 

The boy sighs heavily as her tongue darts out licking the tip. Now that she 
has had a taste, the older woman devours his cock. Her warm, thick lips pull 
him in, tickling the back of her throat. 


Cole let out a long shivery moan. 

Her head bobbed slowly down the long shaft. 

Another long shivery groan escaped the boy's lips. 

She pulled her head back, stopping just short of the tip. Holding her mouth 
there. The boy slipped a hand around the back of his mother's head. 

At his touch, she now rolled her head back and forth, showering the head of 
his cock with her tender love. 

Her love made him squirm in his seat. 

Now the older woman reaches out. She grabs his long shaft and begins 
stroking it. 

He jumps, but her mouth holds him tight. 

She continues to stroke him off. Her touch is like heaven and the sin they 
share soon brings him close to the edge. 

Just seconds from the Promise Land, the older woman lets him go, and 
then rams her head forward, letting his cock rest just inches from her throat. 

The boy silently cries out, as a massive load fills her mouth. 

His mother pulls her head back. She looks up at him in doe-eyed innocence, 
her cheeks puffy and full. 

Then she gulps, swallowing hard. 

The older woman smiles up at him, and some of his cum drips from her 
mouth. This small perversion makes her look so sexy, and he wants her, wants 
her bad. 

She licks her lips. 

“Tt tastes so good, sweet like cinnamon,” she tells him excitedly “And I love 
how thick it is. It really hits the spot.” 

The woman rests her head on his thigh. 

“Did you like that?” She asks. “That's how I used to suck off your dad. You 
acted the same way he did whenever I did that for him.” 

She looks up at him again and smiles. 

“But you're a lot bigger than he was,” she giggled, and was still giggling 
when she stood up. 

Cole just stared in awe at her naked body. Somewhere deep down he knew 
it was wrong to stare at his mother like this, but his cock didn't care about the 
morality of the sin and neither did the woman. 

She leaned forward, shoving her big tits in front of him. 

His mouth water at the sight. 

“T want to fuck you so bad,” she hissed. “I can't stand it!” 

He stood, and now pulled her close. His dick, dripping with pre-cum, slides 
across her stomach. 

“Let's do it in Teresa's room,” he told her. 

The older woman's face lit up like a Christmas tree. 

“Oh, fuck yes,” She cried. “Race you.” 

Laughing girlishly, the older woman rushed out of the kitchen. Soon he 
heard her stomp down the hall. 

Cole was slow to follow. He suddenly felt very guilty about what he had 
done to his mother. Their relationship had never been great. She had been a 
drunk for as long as he could remember and seemed to take out all her anger 
and hurt for her husband, abandoning them out on her son. How was what he 
was doing to her any different than her beating him up. Abuse is abuse 
whether it be physical or sexual. In fact his abuse of her was probably worse. 
He was violating her body and doing horrible sexual things to her. 


Cole looked down at the snake pendant around his neck. He hated the ugly 
thing. It looked like the snake was sucking off its own tail. It shimmered for a 
moment in the dark corners of the kitchen. 

“She is a better girlfriend to you than a mother,” a voice hissed in the back 
of his head. 

The boy winced, reminding him of the painfully erection between his legs. 

Fuck it, he thought. The pornographic sex we're having more than made 
up for every time she screamed at me or smacked me across the face. 

And she had a lot to make up for, he reminded himself, as he stripped off 
his sweatpants and sweatshirt and tossed them aside. 

Naked, he joined her down the hall. 

The smell of his sister nearly knocks him over. His dick was so hard that he 
began to stroke it. And right now, he wanted a woman: any woman. He paused 
mid-stoke. His cock felt weird in his hand. Then he saw why. There are thick 
bone-like ridges that line the shaft. Had those been there before? He knew just 
the right person to ask as he opened the door to Teresa's room. 

Cole found his mother on Teresa's unmade bed playing with herself. 

“Geez what took you so long,” she hissed. “I had to start without you.” 

When he didn't respond, she stopped masturbating, and now looked up at 
him with motherly concern. 

“Is everything okay, baby?” She asked. “You're not feeling guilty about what 
we've been doing are you? Because I really like being with you in that way.” 

Cole shook his head. 

His mother breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Mom,” Cole began. 

The older woman laughed. 

“Considering that your dick was in my mouth about ten minutes ago and I 
swallowed your cum,” she said. “Maybe you should just call me Beth, that's a 
lot less weird than calling me mom.” 

“Beth, can you look at this?” 

He shoved his erect penis in her face. 

“T've already seen that, Cole,” she laughed. “Now I want you to shove that 
monster inside my tiny little pussy.” 

“No, just look.” 

The woman humored him and looked down at his penis. Then her eyes 
went wide in surprise. 

“These are new,” she said, tracing one of the ridges with her finger. “Ribbed 
for my pleasure?” 

She leaned back on the mattress and spread her legs wide, exposing her wet 
pussy. 

“Let's try them out.” 

Cole didn't need to be told twice. 

The mattress bounced a little as he joined his mother on the bed. 

The older woman gritted her teeth, as he slowly pushed the mushroomed 
tip into her wet little slit. 

“Oh god,” she screamed, as the long fat shaft plunged in deep. 

Her legs were shaking as she wrapped them around his waist. Several shrill 
cries escaped her thick lips. 

Her pussy is starving, and she feeds it now, by slamming her hips against 
his crotch. 

Still screaming, she reached out and pulled him close. 


Cole snarled, wincing as her pussy squeezed him tight. Abruptly, it let him 
go as it spat all over his crotch and stomach. 

She heavily sighed in the aftermath. 

“Oh Cole,” the older woman panted. “That was amazing!" 

But now that she had loosened her grip, he began to thrust forward. 

The woman gasped. 

“Oooo,” she soon cried. 

The boy picked up the pace, and now piston hard inside of her. 

His mother's cheeks flushed a beat red. She covers her face with her hands 
as her son continues to feed his lust. 

She came again, leaving his crotch soaking wet. But this did not deter him. 
Instead, he pushed in deeper and fucked her harder. 

Behind her hands his mother howls. 

Then her hands dropped, revealing an expression of raw, animal-like 
savagery. 

“Harder,” She hissed. 

He surrendered to her wishes, and now pulverized her tender cunt. He was 
fucking her so hard that her pussy juices splashed against his bare chest. 

Soon, he could feel his own cum boiling up the shaft. 

Cole pins his mother down by the shoulders and then blows his mighty 
load. 

The older woman licked her lips. 

“Oh yeah,” she snarled. “Fill mommy up!” 

Her wish was his command, as his seed filled her to overflowing. 

Her mouth sought his, kissing him long and deep. He could taste himself on 
those full lips and that really turns him on. 

She must have read his mind, because she now pulled back and said: “I 
want you to fuck me like you did last night!” 

The older woman pushed the boy back. 

Cole stared at his mother, confused. 

But then she flipped onto her stomach and raised her ass high. A crude 
smile pursed his lips as the boy saw his cum still dripped from between his 
mother's legs. 

The sight filled him with an overwhelming sense of pride. He had marked 
her as his, and his alone. 

The smell of her heavy musk proves intoxicating. The boy couldn't take it 
and shoved his dick back into his mother's cunt. 

But as the tip crossed her forbidden lips, the older woman immediately 
shoved herself back against him causing them both to cry out. 

Now that she had him, she went wild. 

All Cole could do was hold on. 

His mother meanwhile clawed at the sheets and continued to fuck him in 
rapid fire bursts. 

The savagery of the sex made Cole cry out in pain, but his hips shook in 
pleasure. Soon, however, it proved too much and now Cole fell back onto the 
mattress. His dick slipped out of her with a loud pop. 

The woman would not be denied her pleasure and quickly climbed into the 
boy's lap. With her back turned towards him, his mother used her feet to push 
herself off the mattress and slammed down on top of him. 

Cole again gritted his teeth from the impact. 

The older woman began to bounce on top of him. 


“Give it to me,” she snarled. “Give it to me!” 

But soon Cole's groans drowned out his mother's guttural snarls, as she 
ground her hips on top of him. 

“T'm so close!” She screamed, her legs shaking. 

Sitting up, the boy took control again. He roughly grabbed her by her long 
dark hair and pulled her head back. The boy now leaned in close kissing the 
nape of her bare neck, while at the same time thrust up into her. 

She sighed heavily in response. 

Soon his hard love burst her dam and now her wet love showered the long 
fat shaft. 

With a growl his seed filled her up, replacing what his mother had lost. 

The boy held her. 

Her big breasts rose and fell with every heavy breath that escaped her thick 
lips. 

The sight thrilled him, so much that reached around and fondled her tits. 

“Oh Cole,” she cried, her voice raw and throaty. “This is so wrong and 
perverted.” 

She gulped. Then licked her lips. 

“T loved every second of it.” 

A content smile now rested on the woman's lips, as the boy continued to 
molest his mother. 

She looked over her shoulder at her son. 

“Do you want me to clean you up?” She asked, turning to face him. 

The boy nodded and let her go. 

Now that she has his consent, she lowers her head. 

Her warm wet lips slid across his shaft. 

For a moment his eyes rolled back into his head as his mother pleasured 
him with her mouth. 

But then the boy had a very wicked idea. 

“Mom,” he croaked. 

His big cock still hung from her mouth as her brown eyes looked up at him. 

“Lay across, this way,” he said, motioning with his hand where he wanted 
her. 

His cock slipped from her lips. 

The older woman looked at where he pointed. 

Understanding came quickly. 

“Naughty boy,” she giggled. 

The woman quickly got into position. Soon her thick lips slid across the 
shaft again. The sensation made Cole drunk with lust. 

But he was sober enough to reach down between her legs and finger her 
clit. 

The woman purred as she continued to suck the boy off. 

Both woman and boy began to squirm from their shared sin. 

Without warning, Cole gasped as his thick load of seed filled her mouth. 
She gulped it down and then darted her head forward, her lips sinking all the 
way down to the base of his shaft. 

Now the boy screamed. His hips bucked as he came down his mother's 
throat. 

Then he wearily tilted his head back as her lips slowly dragged back up his 
shaft. 


The boy breathed a sigh of relief as his dick slipped from her mouth. Only 
to gulp as her tongue darted out lovingly licking the head of cock, finishing by 
tickling the penis' one eye. 

Cole sighed as his mother sat up a big smile lighting up her face. 

“Holy shit,” Cole cried. His voice is throaty and raw after what she has done 
to him. But staring at her naked body only makes him want to go another 
round. 

“Language, young man,” his mother scolded. Then her eyes narrow, as she 
grabs his hand and pulls it to her crotch. 

“You need to finish what you started.” 

“Lay down,” he snarls 

Giggling, she happily complies. She lays back on the mattress and then 
spreads her legs wide. 

His mind races with obscene thoughts and the sexual torments he could 
unleash upon her. 

He has a wicked idea. 

Cole grabbed his mother by the ankles and pulled her close to him. 

She giggled again, but the laughter came to an abrupt stop when he lowered 
his head between her legs. 

“Cole, no!” She cried. “We can't do that!” 

Now she desperately tried to shut her legs. But Cole pushed them open 
again with ease. Soon his tongue darted out. 

“No, Cole, please!” Her lips cried out. But her pussy gushed at the attention. 

His tongue pushed into her taboo cunt. 

Her body jumped as he entered her, then squirmed as he licked her from 
the inside out. 

“No, no,” she cried, even as her hands slipped behind his head, holding him 
there. 

“Please stop,” she whimpered. 

His tongue pulled out, and now focused its attack on her clit. 

“No, no,” she pleaded. But as she said it, her crotch ground against his lips. 

She sighed heavily, as her cum filled his mouth. 

Cole sat up. Her sweet juices dripped from his chin. 

The older woman hid her face behind her hands. 

“T can't believe we just did that,” she cried. “How can you ever see me as 
your mother again?” 

Cole's mind reeled. 

They had fucked like animals. She rode him like a horse and then lovingly 
sucked his dick. But getting eaten out is where his mother had drawn the line? 

He scoffed. Women were so weird. 

But he couldn't stay mad at his mother for long. 

Her body looked sexy as hell, and she had made him feel so good. 

“This is all so wrong,” she cried now. 

He ignored her, and instead took what he wanted from her. 

She screamed as he shoved his dick deep inside of her. 

The boy fucked her hard and fast, not giving her a moment to stop and 
think. He worked her pussy into a lather. A few minutes later he blessed her 
with a generous helping of his unholy seed. He pulled out of her blowing the 
rest of his load all over her stomach. 

Satiated for the moment, the boy laid back on the mattress, 


His mother kept her distance. There was fear in her eyes, but her mouth 
twitched in desire. 

Overcoming her fear, she snuggled up against him. 

Cole heard his mother softly panting next to him. 

“What's this?” She asked. 

And before Cole could stop her, the woman's hand closed around the 
necklace. 

“OH MY GOD!” She howled. Then she came so hard that she wet the bed 
underneath her. 

The necklace dropped from her hand. 

“GIVE ME YOUR DICK, YOU FUCKING BASTARD!” 

Seeing his mother go full slut made him rock hard. 

She became even more of whore as he inched his cock inside of her. 

His mother panted like a rabid dog. Her pussy was foaming wet, and her 
juices splashed all over him as he shoved himself even deeper in. 

“Deeper,” she snarled. 

Cole grunted as he bottomed out inside of her. 

“DEEPER,” she growled. 

The growl was followed by a sharp gasp. 

Cole looked down and saw that he was balls deep inside of his own mother. 

The older woman stared at him in open mouthed surprise. 

The surprise held on the woman's face as the boy used her body to satisfy 
his vile hunger. 

His mother hid her face again behind her hands. 

“How are you doing this?” She screamed between them. “You're in my 
womb!” 

The boy ignored her. Ignore her shame and guilt, as he continued to feed 
his obscene lust. 

And despite her shame, the older woman slithered underneath him, her 
cunt hungry for his seed. 

Again boy and woman climaxed at the same time, and the shared orgasm 
left both of them trembling. 

Satisfied, the boy's erection shivered and now slipped out of his mother's 
womb. He laid back down on the mattress. 

“T don't know what came over me,” his mother sighed 

She snuggled up next to her son, a dreamy look on her face. 

Suddenly his mother sat up and threw a stuffed rabbit across the room. 

“Geez,” she said. “This room is a mess. How many times have I told your 
sister to clean up her room!” 

The woman laid down again, resting her head on her son's bare chest. 

She kissed him on the cheek. 

“T love you Cole,” his mother said. 

Before he could respond he heard her lightly snoozing. 


xx * 


He is licking her pussy again... 

She tastes even sweeter than before and licking her is making him drool. 
His mother tilts her head back moaning in pleasure. 

She has her legs spread impossibly wide. 

He feels her hands reach down. 


She grabs him, holding her son in a tight grip! 

“Oh baby,” she moans, as she shoves her head deep inside her pussy. His 
shoulders soon follow, then his torso, until finally she shoves him all the way 
in. 

Back inside of her again, the woman rubs her extended belly. 

“My baby,” she purrs. 


xx * 


“Cole, Cole, wake up...” 

The boy stirs and opens his eyes. 

The first thing he see are his mother's big breasts. 

The woman had showered and dressed. A thick turtleneck sweater covers 
her tits. But the outline of her nipples is not easy to hide behind the white 
fabric. 

“You have to get up and get ready for school,” she tells him. 

The boy groans. 

“Why don't we both stay home and have some fun,” he suggests while at the 
same time reaching up and squeezing her breasts. 

His mother pushes his hands away. 

“T wish I could, sweetheart,” the older woman said. “But I can't miss work. 
I'm sort of on my last chance you know, because of the drinking...” 

She sat on the bed. 

Cole was shocked, it looked like she had gotten younger, and her tits were 
definitely bigger. 

“It's still weird,” she said. “You looking at me like that.” 

She looked over her shoulder and smiled at him. Her glasses slipped down 
her nose. 

“And you gave me a hickey, you asshole” she said, “I hate this sweater, but 
its the only thing that will cover it up.” 

Cole laughed, as the older woman pushed her glasses back up, trying to 
look tough. 

But the laughter stuck in his throat as she stretched, pushing her chest out, 
giving the boy an eyeful of her beautiful tits. 

“So what do you want to do to me tonight?” She asks. “We can do anything 
you want.” 

Still staring at her tits, Cole said: “I want to shove my cock between your 
tits and cum all over your face.” 

“Sounds like fun,” she said. “You know what I want?” 

Cole shook his head. His mother leaned in close. 

“I want you to shove me against the wall and fuck me as hard as you can,” 
she purred. 

Cole shifted uncomfortable in the bed; the bloom of an erection was 
imminent. “That's how your dad and I used to do it,” she told him now. “In 
fact, both you and your sister were conceived that way.” 

“God mom,” Cole said. “Too much information.” 

The woman laughed. 

“Oh, that's where you draw the line?” She said, “You licked my pussy, and 
I've sucked your dick, young man. Speaking of which, I'm so thirsty, Cole.” 

Now his mother threw back the bed covers and lowered her head. 

Cole gritted his teeth, as she took him all the way down her throat again. 


“Jesus,” Cole snarled. His mother's mouth felt so goood! 

Then she slowly pulled her head back dragging her lips across the shaft. 
The boy erupted inside of her mouth. 

The woman gulped his seed down. 

“So good,” she sighed breathlessly. “And there is always so much.” 

She wiped the corners of her mouth and licked her fingers. 

“Can you hand me that thermos, Cole,” his mother said, pointing to the 
nightstand. 

The boy reached over and now handed his mother the thermos. 

She took it. Then with her free hand grabbed his cock. 

At first her touch is tender and motherly. 

But soon, Cole jumped and cried out as she vigorously jerk him off. He sat 
up as the woman brought him close to the edge. 

His mother drew the thermos near the tip, just in time as a thick load now 
spat out of the cock head. 

She continued to milk his cock and made him cum over and over again. 

Then she let him go and laughed. 

“Wow,” she cried. “You filled it all the way to the top.” 

His mother took a sip. 

“Mmmm,” she purred, and then screwed the cap on tight. 

“For the road,” she said, holding the thermos up. “Now get up and get 
ready.” 

“Do I really have to go to school today?” The boy whined. 

“Yes, you do, young man.” His mother spat. “Here, I've already written you 
a note for missing this morning.” 

“God this sucks,” Cole cried as he got out of bed. 

“Don't take that tone with me, young man.” 

“Whatever,” he said, and stormed off to take a shower. 


xx %* 


Although he was annoyed at her, he couldn't stop thinking about his 
mother. Her body was perfect: big tits, flat stomach, nice bubble to her butt. 
The boy touched himself inappropriately remembering how tight her little 
cunt was and how good it felt wrapped around his big thick dick. 

He was so lost in thought, that he didn't even hear the bathroom door open. 

Soon the shower curtain pulled back, and there stood his mother 
completely naked. 

Silently, she got into the shower with him. 

The woman bent over, offering herself to him. 

With his cock still in his hand, the boy guided it to her trembling pussy lips. 
As soon as it was inside, her hips shot back pushing him in even deep. Now 
she fucked him. The soft lips of her cunt gushing all over him, as the woman 
continued to get herself off. 

It was long before, he grabbed her around her waist. The boy pulled his 
mother back, taking control to get himself the rest of the way there. 

She whimpered in answer to his domination, slapping a hand against the 
shower wall to keep her balance. 

Soon they both cried out, theirs was a shared lust, and they both climaxed 
at the same time. 


She stood and turned to face the boy. Speaking for the first time, she said: 
“God, you've turn me into such a slut.” 

The woman kissed him on the cheek. 

“T put some of your dad's old clothes on the counter for you,” she told him. 
“Get dressed and meet me downstairs in ten minutes, so I can give you a ride 
to school.” 

The woman got out of the shower. Cole sighed watching as her beautiful ass 
disappeared behind the curtain. 


VI. 
ALL HAIL, THE PERVERT KING 


As it often did when she was bored, Teresa's mind wandered. She had had 
sex a couple of days ago, but it hadn't exactly been something to brag about. 
The boy she had chosen to deflower her, had turned out to be a real dud, and 
she hadn't talked to him since. Her thoughts now turned toward her twin 
brother. Cole had undergone an amazing transformation. 

He used to be a short annoying little brat, but now he had turned into a 
total stud, especially where it counted... not that she was looking or anything. 
But now he looked just like their dad, and she wasn't sure how to feel about 
that, only that it made her feel weird and uncomfortable. All that she knew 
was that something about Cole just felt so very wrong... 

The classroom door slammed shut, snapping Teresa out of her troubling 
thoughts. 

A hairy man now stepped into the classroom. 

“Hey, man I think you're in the wrong place,” Terry Childers said. 

The hairy man looked up at the boy. 

“This is classic Literature 201,” Terry sneered. 

God, Teresa though mean-mugging the boy. What a little creep. 

The hairy man yawned; a long dog-like tongue spilled out from his mouth. 

All the lesbians in the room shifted uncomfortably in their seats. 

“Nope,” the man said. “This is the right place. My name is Henry King aka 
to you girls out there 'Oh god yes.' I'll be your sub today.” 

He flashed Terry a long-crooked grin, but to Teresa the grin looked more 
like the man was bearing his teeth. 

“Where is Ms. Martina?” Terry called out. 

The hairy man laughed. 

“You mean that mousy little bitch?” He said. “She got a taste of dick and 
went wild. Even getting repeatedly gangbanged she still can't get enough.” 

“Your lying,” Terry cried. 

“You know what kid, maybe if you had given her some dick, she would have 
been all over you.” 

The hairy man laughed again. 

“Probably not though,” he said. “That little dick of yours isn't going to 
satisfy any woman. And guess what you're not going to get laid until you're 
like fifty anyway, so you're kind of screwed.” 

“Fuck you, asshole.” Terry screamed. He grabbed his stuff and stormed out. 

“God what a prick,” the man said now, after the boy had left. 

A smattering of laughter followed the comment. 

He turned to face the class. 

Now all the girls in class shifted uncomfortably in their seat. The outline of 
the man's penis reached all the way down his pant leg. 

Behind Teresa, her friend Ruth gasped. 

Teresa looked over her shoulder. 

Now that she had an audience, Ruth put her tongue in her cheek and made 
a rude stroking gesture with her hand. 


Teresa scowled in disgust and faced the front again. 

“Ruth,” the hairy man barked. “If you want to suck my dick, I'll see you 
after class.” 

Ruth's face went beat red in embarrassment. 

The hairy man now grabbed a well-thumbed book off of Ms. Martina's desk. 

“What the hell is this?” He chuckled. “Romeo and Juliet. God, she even 
highlighted it. Lame.” 

He tossed the book aside. 

“Let me tell you kids a real love story,” he said now, flashing the class a 
wolfish grin showing off his large teeth. 

The grin soon faded. 

But now his eyes glowed a dull sickly yellow that was strangely hypnotic. 
“Now I want your young impressionable minds to sit back as I regal you with a 
tale I like to call Kissing Cousins.” 

He waited for applause, but none answered the call. 

“I knew this kid once,” he began. “Reminds me a lot of myself when I was 
his age. A real horn dog, you know what I mean.” 

The man's long dog-like tongue darted across his lips. 

“One night he scores big,” he continues. “Not only does he get to bang his 
hot teacher, but her smoke show daughter too. Both of them have tits out to 
here, you know what I'm saying...” 

The man motions with his hairy palms emphasizing their breast size. 

“So the kid has his fun, right,” the man chuckles again. “When the sun 
comes up, he's doing the walk of shame. No shirt, no shoes, pants hanging on 
by a thread.” 

The man takes a moment to scratch his crotch, then continues with his 
story. 

“He makes it home. Oh, I should have mentioned, the kid lives with his 
aunt and his cousin. Aunt is a total hottie, red hair, green eyes, and tits out to 
here...” He motions with his hands again as if he is fondling her tits. 

“I'm sure some of you girls can relate.” He says conspiratorially. “Tits are 
nice, but I'm more of an ass man, myself. I like nothing more than to take a 
girl and watch her ass shake while I'm pounding her from behind, you know 
what I mean?” 

He licks his lips again. 

“But I'm getting sidetracked,” the hairy man says. “Anyway, aunt hottie is 
out getting boned by her boyfriend, so the kid thinks he's alone. He heads to 
the kitchen to hydrate, but then gets this strange feeling like he is being 
watched. He turns and sees his ugly ass cousin sitting at the kitchen table. 

The man tips a water bottle back, the liquid inside splashes all over the 
front of his black T-shirt. He doesn't even notice. 

“Now the cousin is ugly emphasis on the ugh,” he said, plainly. “Biologically 
she is a chick, but you wouldn't know it by looking at her. She looks very 
boyish, kind of like Peter Pan, you know, but tall and skinny. She's also shaved 
the sides of her head for God only knows why. And of course she is a raging 
bitch. So, cousin bitch is going after the guy running her mouth, nagging at 
him, you all that bullshit they do when they’re not getting enough attention.” 

Some of the girls scowl at the man, and some of the boys nod knowingly. 

“Finally, the guy has enough of her shit and in the heat of the moment, tells 
her that he has half a mind to bend her over the kitchen table and fuck the 


bitch right out of her. Imagine the guy's shock when she bends over the table 
and hikes her skirt.” 

He laughs, which sounds like a barking dog. 

“The wheels are spinning right, on one hand this is his cousin, on the other 
hand pussy, and her pussy looks very inviting. Besides, he thinks, no one will 
ever know but the two of them. He pushes her panties aside and shoves 
himself into her tight little snatch. The guy cries out. He has lots of pussy 
before, but his cousin's little cunt is the best pussy he has ever had. Not too 
tight, but not too loose, it's just right, and his dick goes in really deep. It feels 
even better as he fucks her. He can't believe how good it is, right? Nature may 
have made her ugly in body and personality, but it had also made her pussy 
incredibly addictive. He's fucking her so hard that the kitchen table scoots 
forward with every thrust. He comes hard. He's never come so quickly with a 
woman before. But that pussy, man takes no prisoners.” 

The man laughs his barking laugh again and shakes his head. 

“It's her first taste of dick and she has completely done a one-eighty 
personality wise, only problem is now she is all clingy.” 

A smattering of laughter from the boys goes around the classroom, making 
the girls scowl even harder. 

“The guy soon gets sick of her being all lovey-dovey, right,” The hairy man 
says now. “So, he tells her that if she wants to flap her gums then she can do it 
around his cock. And again, he is surprised when she drops to her knees and 
pulls his cock into her mouth. And this ugly chick, who has never been with a 
guy in her life, understand, blows him like a pro, to the point where it makes 
him weak in the knees. She's like a goddamn blowjob prodigy...” 

The hairy man laughs his barking laugh again. 

“Here's the crazy part though, after she gets him all weak in the knees, to 
the point where he has to sit in a chair, right, she gets on top of him and starts 
riding his dick. She's gone full whore at this point. 

The boy meanwhile gets a call from his girlfriend. And while they talk ugo 
cousin is just getting herself off on his hard cock. He ends up pushing her back 
on her knees and blows his load all over her face, and that really sets her off. 
They end up fucking for almost two days straight, until aunt hottie comes 
back.” 

“That was disgusting,” a girl cried out. “What was even the point of that 
story.” 

“You tell me, Madison,” the hairy man says. 

“Love is strange,” Ruth said. “Just let it happen and be pleasantly 
surprised.” 

“Wrong,” the hairy man said. “You're cute, Ruth, but wrong.” 

“Well, what is it then?” Teresa asked, generally curious. 

“Sometimes” the hairy man said, “all a woman needs is a good fucking, to 
set her straight.” 

“God, that's so gross,” Madison called out now. 

“How about you and your big ass stay after class too, Madison,” the man 
growled. 

The bell rang above them. The students, like puppets on strings, got up and 
started to leave. 

“Not you two,” the hairy man said, grabbing both Madison and Ruth by the 
shoulder pulling them back. 

“Let go, you freak,” Madison spat. 


The hairy man let the girl go. 

“Why don't you have a seat over there.” He told her. 

Madison scoffed, but then sat down. 

“Nice shirt,” Ruth said. “The Wolf Man. What's that?” 

“Lon Chaney Jr. The Wolf Man, it's a classic” the man explained. “Geez, 
what do they teach you kids at school now-a-days?” 

“Kissing Cousins,’ Ruth answered. 

The hairy man laughed. 

“T like you,” he told the girl. “Do you want to fuck?” 

“Oh god, yes,” The girl cried. 

“I'm your god now,” the hairy man snarled. 

The girl nodded. 

“Open my pants and claim your prize.” 

The man flashed his wolfish grin, as the girl's small delicate hands unzipped 
the man's pants then slid them down. 

Now exposed, the girl stifled a cry and cringed back. 

The man's penis stretched all the way down his legs stopping just short of 
touching the floor. 

The man reached out. He grabbed the girl with his hairy palms and pulled 
her close. 

His eyes glowed a fiendish yellow. 

“Your turn,” he growled. “Strip.” 

Ruth vigorously nodded. Her nimble fingers unbuttoned her shirt. She 
wore no bra, nor did she need one. Her tiny nipples were the only evidence of 
breasts. Having removed her top, Ruth followed up by pulled her shorts down, 
until she stood naked before him. 

The man reached out and cupped the girl's budding breasts. 

“These still have some growing up to do,” he chuckled. “Lay on the desk and 
spread your legs.” 

The girl climbed on the desk, and then laid on her back facing the man. 

The man grabbed her athletic legs with his strong hairy palms, lifting them 
up. He jerked her close, making her long dark hair slide across the wooden 
top. 

A soft whimper escaped the girl's lips as the man's shaft stretched long and 
thin and then penetrated her. But soon, it expanded, growing thick and large 
inside of her. 

The girl's body jumped at the sudden change. The man began to thrust 
forward causing the girl to scream. 

“This pussy has some mileage on it,” he snarled. “How many boys have you 
been with?” 

“T don't know,” Ruth whimpered. “I got drunk at a party and blacked out. I 
sobered up a little when the boys started taking turns and passing me around.” 

“Did you like it?” 

“No,” Ruth said. “I loved it.” 

“Oh my god,” Madison cried. “What are you two doing?” 

“What does it look like?” the man growled in answer. 

“That is so gross,” Madison said now. “Stop it! She's young enough to be 
your daughter.” 

“If you don't want to participate,” the hairy man told her. “Then sit there 
and watch. You might learn something.” 

Madison scoffed and folded her arms across her chest. 


Slowly, the man thrust forward. 

Ruth cried out. It was almost too much for her to handle, nevertheless her 
cunt held him in a tight grip. 

The man continued to stare at Madison. 

His eyes glowed yellow again. 

“Feel what she feels,” he snarled. 

Madison's face twisted in surprise. 

The man's long tongue rolled out of his mouth, and now the tip licked the 
button of Ruth's cunt. The girl cooed in pleasure. 

Madison meanwhile leaned forward, her fingers curling around the edge of 
the desk. Her face clinches tight, desperately trying to not cry out. 

His tongue slithered back into his mouth, and now his black lips pulled 
back into a wide wolfish grin. 

The man's eyes continued to focus on Madison, even as he began to thrust 
inside Ruth's tight cunt. 

Madison squirmed in her seat, as the man slowly slide back and forth into 
the other girl. 

“No, no,” Madison cried shaking her head. 

Again, the hairy man's eyes glowed a sickly yellow. Now his mouth pulled 
back into a snarl. 

He let Ruth's legs go, but his eyes remained fixed on the other girl as he 
climbed onto the desk. 

Ruth welcomed the man with open arms and held him in a tender embrace. 
Snarling and growing, he savagely fucked the girl but still kept his gaze on 
Madison. 

“Stop! Please Stop,” Madison screamed, she fell out of her chair and rolled 
onto the floor. 

The hairy man increased his pace and began fucking Ruth at a blinding 
pace. But still the man kept his eyes fixed on the other girl. 

“Stop! Please stop!” Madison screamed even as she clawed at her pants, 
trying to get them open. 

The hairy man did not stop and now pounded into Ruth even harder. 

“Oh god! What's happening?” Madison cried. She slipped off her pants and 
laid now half naked on the floor. 

The hairy man is unrelenting in his assault. 

Her body shaking, Madison got on her hands and knees and began to crawl. 

“Pleeeaaase, stop,” she moaned. 

With an effort, the girl reached the hairy man and touched the man's hairy 
leg. 

“T can't take anymore,” she cried. 

With a final thrust his cock was in as deep as it could go into Ruth's tight 
little snatch. 

Both girls cried out from the sudden impact. 

The man raised his head, and howled, as his cum filled Ruth up to the point 
of overflowing. The extra spilled onto the desk soon forming a large puddle. 

“Mmmm,” Ruth cried, “That was so good.” 

She reached up and now pulled the hairy man close, kissing him repeatedly. 

Madison sat huddled next to the desk. Her legs were pulled up to her chest, 
as she silently shook. 

“Let’s fuck again,” Ruth purred, pulling her lips away from the man. 

The man chuckled. 


“Sleep,” he told her. 

Ruth's eyes rolled back and soon she was lightly snoring. 

The man hopped off the desk, then reached down and pulled Madison up 
by her dark unkempt hair. 

The girl just shook as he got behind her. 

“This is more like it,” the hairy man said, slapping her butt hard. “Look at 
that ass. Now that's what I'm talking about.” 

He pushed in close. 

Madison could feel his large slimy penis run up the length of her back. 

His hairy palms reached under her shirt and felt her up. She didn't even try 
to push his hands away. 

“These are nice,” he growled in her ear. “What a shame you try to hide them 
away by wearing baggy clothes.” 

Madison felt her resolve weakening, as he fondled her tits. 

“Such a tragic life, for such a young girl,” the man growled, kissing the nape 
of her neck. 

Madison moaned softly at his kiss. 

“Your parent died in a tragic accident, and you were taken in by your Uncle 
Alan,” the man said, sliding his hand down between her legs. “He was kind at 
first, until he came into your room one night and forced himself on you.” 

The girl sighed as he began to rub her clit. 

“You don't even try to fight him anymore,” he said now, continuing to rub 
her clit. “But you are afraid he'll get you pregnant.” 

“How did you know that?” she moaned. 

“I know all your dirty secrets, Madison,” the man purred. “There is no need 
to be afraid. He is a young man, and young men have needs and so do young 
women.” 

A tiny squeak escaped her lips as her cum ran down her leg. 

“Tonight, when he comes to you, your little pussy will ache for him,” he 
promised. “And his cock will be so big and hard for you. He'll last as long as 
you want him too.” 

He grabbed her around the stomach. 

“It will feel so good,” he promised now. “And leave you wanting more. And 
don't worry about getting pregnant...” 

His hairy man squeezed her stomach, as his eyes glowed a sickly yellow 
once more. 

“Forever virgin,” he snarled. 

The girl screamed. At the same time, she bent over clutching her stomach 
and dropped to all fours. Suddenly, she cried out as the most intense orgasm 
she had ever known tore through her body, draining her from the inside out. 

Trembling again, Madison looked up at the man with young innocent eyes. 
He met her gaze, staring back at her with glowing yellow eyes. 

“Remember what I said,” he growled. “Now get dressed and go!” 

The hairy man turned his back on the girl. He didn't even look when the 
classroom door slammed shut, signaling the girl's exit. 

Now he reached down, and with an effort, lifted up his long heavy penis. 
The hairy returned to the desk. Ruth still slept. 

The man now rubbed the cock head against the girl's soft lips. 

The girl stirred and pulled his cock further into her mouth. 

With her lips still sealed around the tip, she reached up, grabbed his shaft 
and began to stroke him off. 


The man growled in approval. 

He leaned forward, his long fingers stretching out, rubbing her pussy. 

A soft moan escaped her lips. 

Man and girl took their time getting each off. The agonizing torment of 
their unsatisfied pleasure only increases their lust. 

The girl was first to break. She spat him out and let out a shrill cry. Her legs 
shook, as her cum squirted into the air. 

The hairy man grabbed his penis and rapidly stroked the shaft. It didn't 
take much and with a grunt he ejaculated all over the front of the girl's chest, 
coating her brown skin like a sexy nightgown. 

The girl smirked, as she dipped a finger in the gooey stuff and then shoved 
the mess into her mouth. 

“Mmmm,” she said, “it tastes sweet, like spearmint.” 

She greedy stuffs more of it into her mouth. The girl licked her lips when 
the last of it disappeared down her throat. 

She sat up and stretched, showing off her lithe little body. 

“T really like fucking you,” the girl confessed, while at the same time 
starting at his crotch. “Your dick is amazing.” 

The man reached out. With one of his hairy palms, he cupped the girl's face. 

“And you are a rare find,” he chuckled. “Are you still horny?” 

“Oh god, yes,” she said. “I can never get enough. Do you want to do it 
again?” 

His black lips pulled back into a wolfish grin. 

“How would you like to come live with me?” He asked. “I have a house in 
the woods.” 

“Will I get to fuck you? Like all the time?” She asked, hopefully. 

“Sometimes,” he answered. “I'm kind of seeing someone.” 

“Oh,” The girl said and looked disappointed. 

“Cheer up,” he said. “I know a guy who would be a good match for you.” 

The man leaned in close. 

“He's even bigger than I am,” the man said. “And he has more than one 
dick.” 

“Bitchin',” The girl cried. 

“Will anyone miss you?” The hairy man asked now. 

“Not really,” the girl answered. “I'm like the middle child of a family of five. 
My mom and dad barely even acknowledge my existence. They even forgot my 
birthday last month.” 

“Poor child,” the hair man cried. “You're right though...” 

He scooped her up in his strong hands. 

“T do want to fuck you again.” 

“Oh god, yes,” the girl squealed, excitedly. She wrapped her arms around 
his neck. 

He gently set her down on the floor. 

“Turn around,” he snarled. 

He got behind her. 

The girl bent over the desk and wiggled her tiny bare ass as an offering. 

The man took her up on her offer. First slapping her butt, and then pushing 
inside of her. 

The girl cried out at the sudden invasion, but she smiled in satisfaction, as 
he pushed in deep. 

The man leaned forward and grabbed the girl by her bare shoulders. 


“T want you to fuck me,” he told her. “Show me you are worthy of our 
obscene love.” 

The girl licked her lips and now shoved herself back. 

“My god,” the man cried from the impact. 

The girl had caught him off guard, and even a pervert like Henry King could 
still be shocked by the depths of depravity in the human soul. 

He was so deep inside the girl that his balls slapped again her leg. 

The girl continued to degrade herself even further as she now rocked her 
tiny body back and forth, her tight little pussy dragging across his long shaft. 

“Jesus Christ,” the hairy man cried. Then he gritted his teeth as she 
increased the pace. 

His mind reeled. Did this girl serve the same dark god that he pledged his 
allegiance too? His glowing yellow scanned her tiny naked body for the telltale 
signs of its presence. 

But the girl wore no jewelry and had no markings that he could see. 

The hairy man yelped in surprise, as he came. 

With his seed filling her up, the girl rapidly pumped herself back making 
sure she got every last drop. 

Finishing, he pulled out of her. 

But he eyed her strangely now and kept his distance. He suddenly felt fear 
in this teenage girl's presence. 

She stood and faced him. 

Her smile was big and bright. 

But soon she frowned. 

“What's wrong?” She asked, worried. “Did I pass the test?” 

He nodded. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” 

“Are you a servant of the Yarca?” He asked, the words catching in his 
throat. 

“Huh?” 

“The Lord of Unspeakable things,” Henry King said with reverence. “The 
God of the Flesh...” 

The girl shook her head in disbelief. 

“Why are you acting so weird?” she asked. “Look I can't get pregnant, okay, 
if that's what you're worried about. I was born without a cervix or a womb. It's 
just like a long tunnel down there.” 

The God of the Flesh does indeed work in mysterious ways, the hairy man 
thought and breathed a sigh of relief. 

The girl eyed him strangely. Now she folded her arms across her chest and 
stood on her guard. 

“Sorry,” King chuckled. “That came out of nowhere, just working on a story 
in my head....” 

The girl relaxed and now bit her lip. 

“Thank god,” she cried. “Because I really like fucking you.” 

The hairy man chuckled. The girl's revelation certainly open up a whole 
new world of perversion just waiting to be explored. 

But for now that would have to wait. 

He took off his shirt and handed it to the girl. 

The girl put it on. It hung long and loose on her. 

“How do I look?” She asked. 

“Bitchin',” he answered. 


He opened a desk drawer, pulled out the shirt's twin, and put it on. 

“Welcome to the club,” he said, flashing her a wide toothy grin. 

“The fuck club,” she countered, a sly smile pursing her lips. 

“Yep,” he said, pinching her butt. “I have a feeling you are going to be very 
popular with my friends.” 

She draped her arms around his neck and then kissed him. 

“T can't wait,” she said. 

“T feel so close to you,” the girl giggled, hugging the shirt that now dressed 
her thin body. 

“Oh,” she said now, “I would like to read your story when you finish it. It's 
some kind of H.P. Lovecraft thing, right.” 

The hairy man nodded. 

You will be living it soon enough, he thought. 

He reached out and swept her off her feet. 

“Are you ready to go?” He asked. 

Her cute face soured. 

“Maybe I should shower first,” she said. 

“Fair enough,” he said. “We'll get you cleaned up so you can get down and 
dirty again.” 

“Bitchin” she cried, excitedly. “Is it far?” 

“Closer than you think,” the hairy man chuckled. “Turn around.” 

The girl turned and gasped. 

Where once had been a crudely painted mural of the woods, at the back of 
the classroom, there now stood ominous trees and forest green. 

The girl shivered. She looked up only to see nighttime sky above her and a 
full moon overhead. 

The girl looked over her shoulder. Behind her was the classroom and the 
hairy man leaning back against his desk, smirking. She looked back to the 
forest again, and now saw a large red door in front of her. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she swore she could see flashes of movement 
behind the trees. 

The girl stepped back, shaking her head, as a chill ran up her spine. 

“No, no,” she cried. “I can't do this.” 

But the hairy man was behind her, holding her again by the shoulder. 

“I'm afraid there is no turning back now, Miss Dermett,” he growled in her 
ear. “The choice has already been made.” 

Ruth tried to run, but the hairy man held her fast. 

The house’s blood red door burst open. 

“Oh look, Ruthie,” the hairy man laughed. “Your new boyfriend is here to 
welcome you inside.” 

Fleshy tentacles shot out from the door. The rope-like appendages wrapped 
around the girl's wrists and ankles. The girl screamed and tried to pull free. 
But the tentacles knocked her down and yanked her feet out from under her. 
She fell, the wind knocked out of her. The rope-like appendages renewed their 
assault and slowly dragged the girl towards the door. But that was not the end 
of her ordeal, as one of the tentacles now wiggled into her mouth. It was a 
penis! Only then did the girl realize that her torment was just beginning. 


VII. 
MAKE HER SWOON 


“Cole?” 

“Hi, Bernie.” 

The big girl’s eyes stared him in surprise. Bernie had known Cole since the 
second grade. They had grown up together. But for as long as she known him, 
Cole had always been short, like a little boy. And even though she liked him, 
loved him even, her fondness of him was more of a maternal instinct. She was 
his friend and protector. 

But seeing him all grown up took her breath away. 

“What happened to you?” 

Cole shrugged in answer. 

Bernie tucked a few strands of hair behind an ear in a flirty gesture. 

“I've missed you,” she confessed. “You haven't been around my house the 
last couple of days.” 

“T've been busy,” Cole said. 

“Doing what?” 

“Stuff,” he said, nonchalant. 

“Is your mom treating you, okay?” She asked. Usually, he came around 
whenever his mom had been mean to him, which was almost on a daily basis. 

“We've been good,” he answered. “We've been getting to know each other 
better.” 

A crude smile formed on his lips. 

Bernie laughed nervously. She had to admit, her friend looked very cute, 
and his new cocky attitude was really driving her crazy. 

“Um,” she said, licking her lips. “My cousin works late tonight. Do you want 
to come over?” 

Cole shrugged again. 

“Maybe,” he said. “If I don't have anything else going on.” 

“I... uh... stole one of my cousin's...um adult movies,” she said now, and 
licked her lips again. “Maybe we could watch it together and laugh at it.” 

That part was true. She had found her cousin Felix’s stash of porn in a 
shoebox in the downstairs closet. She had nicked a video called Lusty Curves 
69 and put the rest back in the shoebox. And she had planned on showing 
Cole her find the next time that he came over. 

The way Cole stared at her now, however, made her feel both nervous and 
excited. 

Bernie responded in kind and took a peek at his crotch. She couldn't believe 
her eyes. There was a large bulge there, the outline of his penis ran halfway 
down his pant leg. 

“See something you like?” He asked, smooth as a thief in the night. 

She nodded, but then quickly shook her head. 

He leaned down and looked her directly in the eye. 

“We can do a lot more than just laugh at it.” 

“Oh god, Cole, yes.” 

“Hey! Do you guys have any plans tonight?” 


A nerdy looking girl approached them now. 

“Oh my god, Cole,” the nerdy girl cried. “What happened to you?” 

Cole shrugged. 

“Jessica,” Bernie scowled. “What do you want?” 

The girl pushed her glasses up her nose. 

Bernie could see Cole staring intensely at this new intruder. She didn't like 
how he looked at this other girl with hunger in his eyes. 

Jessica was a new addition to their friend group. She had moved from the 
mainland to their little village when her mom, Miss Spencer, had gotten a 
teaching job at the school. Being very shy and awkward, Bernie had felt sorry 
for her and taken her into their circle as the girl had no friends to speak of. 

Jessica seemed completely unaware of the attention Cole paid her now. 

Without skipping a beat, she continued where she had left off: “Because we 
should totally hang out this weekend. I got some new movies that just came in 
the mail.” 

Cole continued to stare at Jessica, checking her out. 

Bernie continued to scowl. 

“We can stay up all night tonight,” Jessica cried. “And then sleep until like 
noon on Saturday, and then maybe go to Sandy Beach, like we used to. It's 
supposed to warm up.” 

She looked up at her friends, hopefully. Then frowned at their reaction. 

“What?” She asked. “Doesn't that sound like fun?” 

“T'd love to see you in your bathing suit, Jessie,” Cole growled. 

“Huh?” The girl said, folding her arms across her chest. “You guys are 
acting really weird.” 

“Stay away from him, you bitch,” Bernie screamed. “He's mine!” 

Bernie grabbed Cole's hand and now lead him away. 

“Some other time, then I guess,” Jessica called out, very confused. 


VIII. 
VANILLA SEX 


By the time they got to her house, Cole had had enough of Bernie's shit. She 
had been very clingy all afternoon, and never let him out of her sight. It was 
really starting to get on his nerves. 

He thought of Jessica now, and how much the girl, with her full lips, 
reminded him of his mother... 

“Is everything alright?” Bernie asked. She had already asked him this 
several times today and he wanted to tell her to “to go fuck herself.” 

But she was still his friend, even if she was starting to wear out her 
welcome, so he said: “It's fine.” 

Bernie nodded, but she still looked worried. 

“Why don't you sit on the couch,” Bernie offered. 

Cole nodded and sat down. 

She tucked a few strands of her dark hair behind an ear. 

“Do... you want anything?” She asked. 

Cole stared at the girl. 

Bernie had a cute face, but the rest of her was sort of ball shaped, but she 
was probably still a virgin and that made him want her. He could always close 
his eyes and pretend he was fucking someone else. Jessica maybe, now there 
was a fine piece of ass. 

“Sex,” he told the girl. “That's what I want.” 

He leaned back and spread his legs showing her the large bulge straining 
against the front of his pants. 

Bernie's face went a bright red and she audibly gulped. 

Soon she bit her bottom lip, which was very thin. 

“Can I keep my shirt on,” she asked nervously. “I'm a little embarrassed 
about my weight.” 

Cole nodded. 

“T'll keep mine on too,” he offered. 

“That's very sweet of you,” she said quietly. 

He nodded again. As long as he got his dick wet, he really didn't care what 
she did. And if keeping their shirts on put at ease, so she would give it up, then 
he was all for it. 

She licked her thin lips, and said: “Did you still want to watch the movie?” 

Cole leaned forward and smiled. 

“Oh yeah,” he said. 

She dashed out of the room. 

While she was gone, he took off his pants, and soon began to stroke himself 
off. 

By the time Bernie came back with the DVD for Lusty Curves 69, a thick 
load of precum dripped from the tip of Cole's penis. 

Bernie's eyes went wide at the sight. 

“Put the movie in,” Cole grunted, “then come sit by me.” 

The girl continued to stare at him in wide-eyed awe. 

“Dear God,” she whimpered. 


“Bernie,” he growled. “Do what I told you.” 

The girl vigorously nodded. 

She turned her back on him now, revealing that she wore only a thin pair of 
panties that stretched across her very plump ass. 

Cole began to drool at the sight. 

Soon his mouth watered, as Bernie got on all fours and put the DVD into 
the player. 

Cole almost took her from behind right then and there. 

But a crude cunning restrained him. 

He had to play with her, like a cat with a mouse. Tease her, drive her crazy, 
make her beg for his cock, before he finally gave it to her. If he did that then 
she would give it to him whenever he wanted. 

Bernie sat next to him now as the movie began to play. 

They were both shocked when a Native American girl appeared on screen. 
The girl screamed herself raw, as she repeatedly thrust herself back against a 
skinny Native guy behind her. 

“She looks like me.” Bernie cried in surprise. 

And that was true, the girl on screen was full figured and had short dark 
hair that curled around her puffy cheeks just like Bernie's hair did. 

Cole flashes a crude smile, as he wonders if Felix had a thing for his cousin. 

The girl on screen continued to impale herself against the skinny guy. 

“Tt looks like it hurts,” Bernie cried now. 

And again, she spoke true. 

The girl's expression flirted between agony and ecstasy. 

“Jesus,” the girl on TV screamed. “I can feel you in the back of my throat.” 

Bernie suddenly jumped, as Cole's long fingers pushed her underwear aside 
and now rubbed the button of her clit. 

She sighed heavily. 

“What... what are you doing?” She gasped. 

He responded by rubbing her faster. 

“Oh Cole,” Bernie moaned. “Don't stop.” 

Cole didn't stop, and soon Bernie's legs began to shake. 

“That feels so good,” she sighed now, her head drunkenly rolled to one side. 
Bernie looked right at him now, her brown eyes wide. 

Her puffy cheeks burned red. 

She licked her lips, and then reached out grabbing for his erection. 

Cole slapped her hand away, and now dug into Bernie's crotch. 

His shoved two long boney fingers into her pussy. 

Bernie yelped, as the smell of iron filled the air, robbing Bernie of her 
innocence. 

Cole continued to finger her, making her squirm as her expression twisted 
in pain. 

“Cole,” she whimpered. “Please stop, it hurts... it hurts so much.” 

He ignored her and now picked up the pace. 

She grabbed him by the wrist, trying to pull his fingers free. 

“Please Cole,” she whimpered now. “It can't stand it.” 

He pushed in deep and now wiggled his fingers inside of her. 

Bernie covered her face, even as she screamed into her hands. Despite her 
pain, Cole could see that her body hungered for more, her nipples looked hard 
and sharp behind the fabric of her shirt. 


Cole pulled out; his fingers dripped with her virginal blood. He put his 
fingers to his mouth and now licked them clean. 

She tasted so sweet. 

Bernie gasped at his retreat. 

“I'm sorry, Cole,” she cried, still gasping. “I can see how much you want to 
do it,” she said, her eyes briefly focusing on his massive penis, “and I've always 
wanted my first time to be with you.” 

She sat up and laid her head on his shoulder. 

“I just didn't think it would hurt so much.” 

Cole could see that her nipples were still very hard and very sharp. Two wet 
spots had formed around each nipple, and he wondered if she was lactating. 
He wanted nothing more than to tear her shirt open and drink from her big 
breasts. 

He suppressed that urge, just barely. Instead, his hand drifted toward her 
crotch again. 

First, Bernie gasped as he played with the button of her clit. Then she 
moaned as the play continued. 

“Oh Cole,” she cried, more into it now. 

The girl reached out and tried to grab his erection again. But Cole slapped 
her hand away a second time. Then he doubled down, his touch is rough and 
crude, but it sends her to the heights of pleasure. 

Suddenly, she yelps and squeezes her eyes shut tight. 

Her orgasm catches him off guard as it squirts all over his shirt. 

Cole pulled his hand away. His fingers dripped wet with her cum. He licks 
them clean. She tastes so sweet. 

“Sorry,” Bernie said, breathlessly. “I got a little carried away.” 

She wore a large grin on her face. 

Cole could see that the wet spots around her nipples had grown. His mouth 
watered at the sight. 

“That was wonderful, " she purred. “We should have done that a long time 
ago.” 

Cole nodded but kept staring at her chest. 

She laid back on the couch and spread her legs. 

“Do you want to...?” She began, her cheeks blushes red. “Put it in?” 

He grunted in answer and then got on top of her. 

“Go slow,” Bernie cautioned. “You're pretty big.” 

Entering her for the first time felt good. Her little pussy was nice and tight. 

She winced in pain as Cole inched forward. 

But now that he was inside of her, Cole felt very, very disappointed. Having 
sex with Bernie was nothing like when he and his mom would do it. There was 
no dread of discovery, no shame about what he was doing, none of the rush or 
thrill that he was doing something very dirty and wrong. It really didn't excite 
him at all. 

Bernie was safe and the love they made now was very boring. 

It didn't help that Bernie was now trying to push him off of her. 

“Cole,” she whined, “pull back a little. You're too deep.” 

Cole sighed. With his mother, he could cut loose, and she'd beg him to do it 
harder. With Bernie it was nothing but complaints. 

“Slow down,” she cried now. “Let me get used to you, Cole.” 

He pulled back and slowed his stride, but Bernie still wasn't happy. 

“Tt really hurts, Cole.” 


His pace slowed to a snail's crawl. 

Bernie sighed. 

“That's better,” she said. 

He was barely pumping into her now, making the sex a snooze fest. 

To liven it up, Cole began thinking about how much fun it would be to fuck 
their mutual friend, Jessica. 

He imagined her on all four before him, her perfect ass spread wide, but her 
pussy still tight, shaking with ever impact of his big dick as he drilled her raw 
and hard. 

With that image in his mind, Cole began to pick up the pace. 

Bernie quickly put an end to all his fun. Her fist flew, striking him hard in 
the shoulder. 

“That's too hard,” she snarled. “I told you it hurts! Let me get used to you 
first!” 

Cole sighed in frustration, and now screwed his friend at a much more 
leisurely pace. 

Briefly, his thoughts turned dirty and perverse. The snake pendant he wore 
now reminded him that he could make Bernie do what he wanted and turned 
her into a complete slut, who would let him do what he wanted and then beg 
him for more. 

But deep down in whatever passed for his conscience, the boy knew that he 
couldn't do that to his best friend. The friend who sheltered him whenever his 
own mother was on a bender and looking to hurt someone. He owed Bernie a 
lot and she had never asked for anything in return. 

So he held back until he couldn't take it anymore and then patted his own 
chest. 

“Cum,” he told himself. 

The sudden rush caught both of them off guard, and now both boy and girl 
cried out. 

His load quickly filled her up. 

But his sperm was quickly spat back out, as Bernie's own cum erupted from 
her between her legs. 

“Oh Cole,” she purred, licking her lips. Her expression, however, quickly 
soured. 

“It's cold,” she said. “I thought it would be warm.” 

Cole sat up and now pulled out. 

“I have to go,” he stood and now reached for his pants. 

“What?!” Bernie cried. “I thought you were going to stay over.” 

“Sorry,” he answered, “I forgot that I need to help my mom with 
something.” 

“Is she still giving you a hard time?” Bernie asked. Her face was stern and 
hard. She now sat on the edge of the couch, behind her the porno played out 
on the TV screen. The girl was currently getting fucked hard from behind 
again and given the big smile on her smile she seemed to really enjoy it. 

His cock stirred, reminded him of unsatisfied lust. 

Bernie now stood up cock blocking Cole's view of the pornographic images 
playing out on the TV behind her. 

“Well if she ever gives you any trouble, you are always welcome here,” she 
said. 

Before he could object, Bernie embraced him. 

Her soft feminine body pressed so close, it made his dick stir even more. 


Bernie now kissed him on the cheek. 

That caught him off guard as did what she said next. 

“T love you, Cole.” Bernie confessed. “I always have, since the sixth grade.” 

She buried her face in his chest. 

“It will be better next time, I promise.” She told him now. 

Cole now felt very annoyed at how clingy she had become. Bernie looked up 
at him. 

“T just didn't expect you to be so big,” she laughed now. 

He nodded noncommittally. 

“T better get going,” he said. 

She kissed him again. 

“I had a lot of fun tonight,” she said. 

But Cole was barely listening. His thoughts turned crude and primitive. 
The first thing he was going to do when he got home was tear the front of 
his mom's shirt open and suck her dry. Then he would push her up against the 
wall and fuck her so hard from behind that the wall would splinter and crack 

from the impact. 

“Tt looks like you're still hard, Cole,” Bernie said now, her hand brushing his 
crotch. “Do you want me to stroke it and get you off?” 

Cole considered the offer but ended up shaking his head. Given her 
performance earlier and her lack of experience, he doubted Bernie could 
satisfy him. He needed his mother to soothe his pain. Not some silly girl. And 
now he could almost feel his mother's warm lips sucking him off. Maybe he'd 
make her do that first. 

“T'll take care of it,” Cole said, gently pushing Bernie away. “I need to get 
home.” 

“Oh okay,” Bernie said, tucking a few stands of her short hair behind an ear. 

“T'll call you as soon as I can,” Cole promised. 

But it was a lie. 

The next time he saw her, she'd be screaming at him, completely heart 
broken, having discovered his secret. 

“T love you, Cole,” she said again. 

He nodded, and then he left. Not even bothering to look back. 


IX. 
MATERNAL INSTINCTS 


“Cole,” his mother cried. “You scared me.” 

Cole drooled at the sight of her. 

Now this was more like it. She smelled like the sweetest of honey. The 
older woman had traded her thick sweater for a T-shirt. The thin fabric of the 
shirt emphasized her large full breasts. The black boxer shorts she wore 
perfectly hugged her butt and hips, leaving nothing to the imagination. 

He wanted her! Wanted her so bad that it hurt to look at her. 

“Cole,” she said now. “Are you alright? You looked very flushed.” 

The woman approached, heedless of danger, and tenderly placed a cool 
hand on his forehead. 

“You're really warm,” she informed him. 

With a growl, Cole pulled her in. With a tear he ripped her T-shirt open. 
Her succulent breasts now exposed, Cole's head dipped low, as his mouth 
clamped down on her right nipple. 

His mother gasped, and her body tensed. 

“This is so wrong,” she cried. “Oh god, this is so wrong.” 

Cole continued to suckle the nipple, this perverted act, strangely made him 
feel at peace. 

The full moon rose behind them, its light peeking through the bedroom 
window. 

“T feel so strange,” his mother cried. Soon a gasp escaped her thick lips, as 
milk now poured from her tit. 

Cole happily drank his fill from one nipple, then switched to the other. 

He heard his mother gasp again as his mouth sealed around the other tit. 
Again, he tasted her sweet milk. An erection blossomed between his legs, soon 
his cock became hideous and gnarled. When it reaches its full height, length 
and weight, Cole pulled back. 

Beth gasps for a third time as she looks at her son. Milk dripped from the 
corners of his mouth. His lips had pulled back into a snarl, showing off his 
large teeth. His eyes shimmered wild and hungry in the moonlight. But the 
most shocking thing was that his very large and monstrous penis had torn 
through the front of his pants and hung exposed and fully erect. 

Beth gulped at the sight, and backed away, afraid. She didn't make it very 
far, hitting the wall behind her. 

In her fright, Beth now saw something that made her even more afraid. 

Her son wore a necklace. The pendant was a snake eating its own tail. Only 
when she looked again, it looked like it was sucking itself off. It was a necklace 
she recognized immediately; it was like the one her husband wore when he 
changed from a timid, gentle man into a sex crazed maniac. 

Beth shook her head in disbelief. 

No, she thought, it can't be. 

But things were starting to add up now. How she had so willingly let him 
have sex with her. How she thirsted for his cum. It was all happening again. 

Oh god, she thought now. 


But the thought quickly fled as he approached. 

Cole grabbed her by her long dark hair and pulled her close. 

She could feel his large penis press against her stomach. 

“Turn around,” he growled. 

Despite herself, she vigorously nodded and did as she was told. 

Now that she was in position, he shoved hard into the wall. With his free 
hand he pulled down her shorts. 

Her pussy betrayed her almost immediately. Exposed and vulnerable, it 
began to gush in want of his manhood. And the longer he made her wait, the 
more she wanted it, needed it, ached for it. If that was bad enough, her tits still 
leaked milk in a steady drip. 

Now she yelps as she feels the mushroomed head of her son's penis violate 
the most intimate part of her. He is rock hard, and she can feel the heat of his 
erection. 

Her pussy eagerly welcomes him in with a wet kiss then swallows his long 
thick shaft. 

She cries out. Inside of her, Beth can feel his throbbing veiny member. The 
length and girth of it proves too much for her to handle, and now she comes. A 
jolt runs through her body making her cry out, and the shock is enough that 
her breasts squirt milk again. 

She moans following the climax. He has satisfied her completely. 

But just as she finished, he has just begun. 

Large leathery hands grab her by the hips, pulling her back. 

Beth cries out again. 

His penis plunges even deeper inside of her, bottoming out. 

Her son thrusts back and forth, using her body to get himself off. 

It is pure torture and pure bliss, and Beth, despite herself, comes over and 
over again. 

In the moonlight, he feels so big and strong, and Beth likes feeling so 
helpless and vulnerable with him. 

As the moonlight fades, her son erupts inside of her. Beth smiles wide in 
satisfaction. Then frowns as he pulls his magnificent penis out. 

She isn't willing to let him go so easily and now turns to face him. 

In the darkness, he looks more beast than man. 

But his mother boldly presses her lips against his. She has made him a man 
many times over, and their kiss is one of man and woman, not mother and 
son. 

They continue to kiss, while at the same time Beth reaches down and grabs 
her son's giant cock and begins stroking him off. 

Man and woman edge closer to the bed. 

Beth pushes her son onto the mattress. Briefly, she pulls away and strips. 
On the bed Cole follows suit. 

Now naked, Beth joins him. Kissing him again, she begins stroking him off. 
Suddenly, she remembers what she has promised him. The remembrance 
prompts action, and she now slides off the bed and falls on her knees. 

“Cole,” she calls out to him. Her voice is throaty and raw. 

The boy sits up and sees that the woman cups her large breasts and has 
lifted them up to him as an offering. 

Cole's lips draw back into a crude smile. The boy grabs his penis and holds 
it out. 


The woman responds in kind, wrapping her big boobs around the thick 
shaft then squeezing them tight. 

Beth now moves her body up and down, while at the same time she holds 
him tight in-between her tits. 

The obscene act they perform made even more perverse given their 
relationship. But the boy growls in pleasure and the woman likes making her 
son feel good. 

Soon the boy begins thrusting back and forth. His dick still wet from her 
cum glides between her cleavage with ease. His penis is so large that it is even 
bigger than the woman's head. 

Nevertheless, her breasts bring him immense pleasure. 

Beth can tell he is ready to burst again. 

She is ready to drink her fill of his cum and let the rest cover her naked 
body. 

The boy has other ideas, and now reaches down and grabs her hair. 

“I want to finish inside of you,” he growls. 

He pulls her up onto the bed. 

The bed squeaks under their combined weight. 

Wasting no time, Beth spreads her legs wide. 

Her son pushes himself in so hard that it almost knocks the wind out of her. 
Before she can protest about this abuse, his seed pours out of him. 

The sudden invasion fills her with an overwhelming sense of joy. She smiles 
again and reaches up, running her fingers through her hair. 

“Oh Cole,” she sighs. “That felt so good.” 

At first, her son returns her shy smile. This serene moment lasts but 
seconds, until his face turns feral. 

She cries out, as he slams into her hard. 

Beth hides her face behind her hands and screams into her palms. It hurts, 
oh god it hurts so much. 

But the worm soon turns inside of her mind. 

Beth drops her hands to her sides, revealing that she too has gone feral. 

“Harder,” she screams. “Harder!” 

He obeys, slamming into at an insane pace. 

It hurts so much, but her body won't let him stop. 

“Harder!” She howls, her voice reaching a fever pitch. 

Now Beth throws her arms around his neck and wraps her legs around his 
waist: holding him tight. 

The slap of their naked body sounds like the roar of thunder. 

The mattress springs sing at a deafening level with the motion of their 
body. 

Her insides churn and then her pussy gushes with relief. 

Beth feels drained, but the sensation is soon replaced as her son climaxes 
inside of her. 

“Omigod,” Beth gasps, then descends into a fit of girlish laughter. 

With an effort Cole pulls out. The head of his cock drips with her love. He 
lies back on the mattress. His hands underneath his head. With a heavy thud, 
his monster cock slaps against his bare chest. 

Beth can see the necklace again. The sight of it makes her afraid, especially 
after what happened to her husband, and she turns her head away. But her 
thoughts soon become crude and debased. 


So, what if he has it, she thinks, I'm having porn star sex every night and 
getting fucked by a big teenage cock. Life is good. 

Beth licks her lips and then faces her son again. She leans awkwardly 
forward and kisses him on the lips again. His right hand reaches up, and his 
fingers lightly stroke her pussy lips. 

She raises her head and sighs heavily at his touch. She dips her head down 
only to suddenly jerk it up. 

“I think someone is watching us,” she tells him in a hushed whisper. 

“Let them watch,” he growled. 

Cole grabs his dick and brings it close to her lips. 

“Show them what you can do with your mouth,” he tells her now. 

“So wrong,” Beth cries, shaking her head. Soon, however, the head of his 
cock disappears inside her mouth. She sucks him off, while at the same time 
she strokes the shaft with both hands. 

Cole, meanwhile, rubs her clit and the surrounding vaginal lips. 

His touch makes her moan softly, But Beth knows that in this position she 
has the power and lowers her head further down his shaft and strokes him off 
at a rapid pace. 

Her son sits straight up. 

“Oh Christ,” he howls. But his words are cut short, as he explodes inside her 
mouth. 

Beth swallows the first load. The second load splashes all over her chest. 
Her lips pull back into a large grin. He has marked his territory, and she 
belongs now to him body and soul. She rubs the thick gooey stuff all over 
herself, and sighs heavily. 

Both boy and woman now lay on the mattress. Soon Beth snuggles up next 
her son. She lays her head on his bare chest. 

“You were with someone else, recently,” she said. “I could taste them on 
you.” 

“Oh yeah,” Cole answered matter of fact. “Bernie and I did it earlier 
tonight.” 

“T guess that's to be expected,” Beth answered. “You're a teenage boy and 
I'm your mother. So, I'm sure you're attracted to girls closer to your age...” 

Cole could hear the disappointment in his mother's voice. 

“Tt wasn't very good,” he tells her now. “Bernie wasn't that into it.” 

“Really,” Beth asks, looking up at her son to see if he is telling the truth. 

“She kept trying to push me off,” he said. “Said it was too big and it hurt, 
and when we finally did it, it wasn't like it was with you.” 

He sighs. 

“With you I can cut loose, do it as hard as I want, you know,” he confessed. 

Beth smiled. 

“And with her it just felt too safe, kind of vanilla...” 

He pulls her close. 

“With you it always feels so wrong and dirty when we do it, you know.” 

“Oh yeah,” Beth purred. “Let's do it again!” 

“Get on top,” he growled. “Ride it hard. I want to see your tits bounce.” 

She doesn't need to be told twice, and Beth immediately climbs into his lap. 

With a practiced hand, she quickly shoved his throbbing cock inside. 

Now that he was inside of her, the older woman is driven insane with lust. 

“Ohhh, Cole,” she cooed. “It's so big.” 

She begins to rock back and forth on top of him, slowly picking up the pace. 


“Oh Cole,” she cried. “It's so big.” 

Soon she hit her stride and now her body bounced up and down on top of 
him. 

“So big,” she cried, “So big!” 

Cole reached up and grabbed her tits, squeezing them. 

His mother barely even noticed as she continued to get herself off on his big 
cock. 

“Big,” she cried, her thick lips trembling. 

Suddenly she came. Her orgasm squirting out between her legs and 
running down the shaft of his long girthy cock. 

But this did little to curb her lust and her hips continued to buck. 

Her son's cock throbs wildly inside of her. 

“B..B...B...”, she sputtered, as her body continued to thrash on top of him. 

Cole now pulled his mother close. 

With a howl he exploded inside of her. 

Receiving his seed has a calming effect on his mother. 

He can tell that she is ready to pass out, even before she slips off of him. 

As she falls, Cole reaches up and eases the woman to the mattress. 

With her last bit of energy, she snuggles up to him and then lays her head 
on his bare chest. Soon Cole can hear his mother snoozing lightly. 

Cole turns to the open door. 

“T hope you enjoyed the show,” he says to the unknown figure watching 
them. “Sis.” 

Cole soon joins his mother in the Land of Nod. 


X. 
IN THE BIBLICAL SENSE 


Sitting in church the next day, Teresa sat in shocked silence. Since her 
father died, she usually liked coming to church, mostly to listen to the sermon. 
Today she sat alone, which was good, she needed time to think. Last night, a 
loud thumping sound against the wall had woken her up. When she heard her 
mother moaning, Teresa got up to check on her worried that her mother had 
started drinking again and hurt herself. 

But as Teresa rounded the corner, what she saw shook her to her very core. 
Her mother and her brother were... getting to know each in the biblical sense. 
He was taking her from behind, like an animal. They were not even trying to 
hide it either, as they had left the bedroom door, wide open. Like a deer in the 
headlights, she watched them unable to look away. Her brother then finished 
inside of her mother's pussy. 

Teresa gasped when they briefly pulled away revealing that her brother had 
a giant penis. Then watched as her mother rejoined him on the bed, offering 
her breasts to the massive obscene beast between her brother's legs. She 
pleasured him with her big breasts and then he got on top of her, and they 
began having sex again. Teresa heard her mother beg her brother to fuck her 
harder! Teresa blacked out for a while there, her mind unable to process what 
she was witnessing. The next thing she remembered was her brother calling 
out to her and saying that he hoped that she enjoyed the show. 

Teresa ran back to her room. But the memory lingered as she lay on her 
bed. Her face burned red with shame, but she couldn't stop thinking about 
him and how badly she wanted him to shove his big ugly thing deep inside of 
her. Her pussy ached to feel it torture her insides and longed for the pleasure 
of the exciting climax that would surely follow. 

In her delirious shame, Teresa couldn't remember when she started playing 
with herself only that it was the best orgasm she ever had. Ending with her 
smiling lips crying out for her daddy. 

“Sorry I'm late.” 

Startled, Teresa looked up and saw a girl that looked vaguely familiar 
standing next to the pew. 

“Madison?” She ventured. 

“Yeah, who'd you think I was?” Madison answered. 

Teresa shook her head in disbelief at this familiar stranger. Gone was the 
wild unkempt hair. Madison had brushed her hair and styled it. Gone too were 
the baggy clothes now the girl wore a long red dress that flattered her thin 
body not hid it away. 

“You look good,” Teresa said, surprised. And that was true. Her friend had 
undergone an amazing transformation. She looked younger than her eighteen 
years to the point that even her boobs and butt looked smaller. 

“Thanks,” Madison said. She smiled and sat down next to her friend. 

Teresa shook her head again in disbelief. 

“I feel good too,” Madison said. 

“Is your uncle still bothering you?” Teresa asked now. 


The girl’s smile widened, and Teresa cringed back a little. Madison looks 
like a snake ready to swallow her whole. 

“Oh, he's no bother,” she told Teresa now. “Not anymore.” 

The wide smile faded replaced by a dreamy expression, which was even 
more frightening because it was the same one that her mother had worn while 
getting her brains fucked out last night. 

“Last night, he came to my room like he always does,” the girl confessed 
now. “Usually I dread it, whenever he comes to my room at night...” 

The girl pursed her lips. 

“But last night, oh last night,” she continued, “I just felt so incredibly horny, 
so much so I couldn't stand it and I began touching myself as he neared the 
bed. He was surprised, I think my uncle likes it when I'm afraid. Still, that did 
not stop him from pulling back the covers and getting on top of me. He pulled 
my underwear aside, like he always does, and it hurt, like always did.” 

Madison sighed. She closed her eyes, and her smile widened. 

“But something wonderful happened,” she said. “He felt so big inside of me, 
and I don't know, something just came over me, it was like I was possessed or 
something. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and my hips began 
thrusting against him.” 

Madison licked her lips. 

“Tt wasn't long before he was begging me to let him cum,” she continued, 
“but it just felt so good that I couldn't stop. At some point, I told him I wanted 
to get on top of him. He was half crazed by then, so I knew he would do it, 
especially after I promised that he could cum very soon. I reluctantly let his 
dick slip out of me, and immediately my pussy ached at the loss. I stripped 
down and quickly got on top of him. It hurt again as I shoved his cock back 
inside. But as soon as he was inside of me again, I just went completely wild. I 
must have rode that cock for hours on end. I've never felt anything so good in 
my life, Teresa.” 

Teresa stared at her friend in complete shock, but Madison still had her 
eyes firmly shut. 

“My uncle kept begging and pleading with me to let him cum,” the girl 
confessed. “Finally, I relented. His cum felt hot and there was a lot of it, and it 
sent me over the edge. I have never climaxed with him, but last night I came 
so hard that it left my entire body shaking.” 

Madison opened her eyes, and now blushed. 

“He pushed me off of him and ran out the room,” she said. “I didn't care, 
though. I just laid naked on the bed still shaking in the glow of my first 
orgasm. When I woke up today, my uncle had already left. But I still felt so 
good and something at the back of my mind told me to make myself look 
pretty for church. That's why I was late by the way, I was trying to find the 
perfect outfit, and almost gave up until I remembered this one in the back of 
my closet. I can't believe it still fits; I bought it when I was like fourteen.” 

Teresa didn't know what to say. On one hand she wanted to tell her friend 
that she should probably go see one of the mental health therapists up at the 
clinic. On the other hand, in the village this wasn't that uncommon. There 
wasn't much to do but drink and screw, and someone having sex with a 
relative wasn't unheard of, especially when everyone was practically related to 
everyone else. Usually, people here at least had the decency to do it with a 
cousin, though. But after last night with Cole and her mother, her worldview 
had changed drastically. Instead, Teresa now asked: 


“Have you seen, Ruth?” 

“Huh?” Madison asked in return 

“Ruth,” Teresa repeated. “I tried to call her yesterday, and she didn't pick 
Madison shook her head. 

“Not since Friday,” the girl said. “But you know Ruth. There are probably 
boys involved.” 

Teresa nodded, but she still felt uneasy. Yes, Ruth liked to sleep around but 
she was usually pretty good about keeping in touch, even if it was just to brag 
about her many conquests. 

“Oh my god,” Madison cried. “Look! There's Jason! I'm going to go talk to 
him!” 

Madison jumped out of the pew, her skirt flying as she ran over to a boy 
standing by the door. 

Teresa watched in amazement as Madison flirted with the boy, then smiled 
and hugged him. For some reason, watching her friend flirt with a boy really 
disturbed her. Granted, Madison and Jason had been an item through middle 
school and freshman year, but then Madison had been sent to live with her 
uncle, and after that didn't like it when people, especially boys, stared at her. 
Something strange was going on in the village and now a chill ran up Teresa's 
spine. 

Madison came rushing back. 

“Omigod,” Madison cried excitedly. “I can't believe it, Teresa. Jason still 
likes me even after I ignored him for like two years. We are going to hang out 
after church and catch up! I'm totally going to have sex with him!” 

The sermon began, but Madison kept look over at Jason distracting Teresa. 
Finally, Teresa rolled her eyes and said: “Do you want to go sit by him?” 

“Can I?” The girl beamed. 

Teresa nodded. 

Madison got up and then ran over and sat in the pew next to the boy, soon 
she snuggled up to him. 

Alone now, Teresa looked up to the heavens, and silently spoke a prayer 
asking that everything would soon return to normal. 

But God wasn't the one who would answer that prayer. Another ancient 
deity would respond and turn it into something much more perverse and 
obscene. 


up 


XI. 
CREATION MYTH 


He sees a large wolf, so large that its head peaks like a mountain top in the 
sky. Circling its massive head is a halo of blue light that lights up the world 
underneath. The creature is on its knees. In front of it, a naked woman with 
skin the color of blood offers herself to the creature. She too is gigantic. Even 
on all fours the woman is almost the same size as the mountains behind her. A 
blue halo also encircles her head, coloring her long flowing hair a deep shade 
of purple. 

The wolf's hip buck, thrusting his penis in deep. The woman winces in pain, 
but her demure smile betrays her pleasure. The earth underneath them shakes 
from their thunderous sex. They have been this at for centuries, the pleasure, 
the pain, the tearing of earth and flesh giving birth to the world as we know it. 

Time skips ahead, their union comes to an end in a volcanic explosion. The 
wolf howls, the sound cracks and the splits the sky above them, as the creature 
spills its hot seed inside the woman in red. 

“Father,” she sighs in a language lost to time. 

The wolf pulls away and jerks its massive head, evading the woman's kisses 
and touch. 

Now the creature lays on its back. Aside from its canine head and clawed 
hands its body is roughly human in shape but gray in color. Even flaccid its 
penis is eminence and thick puffy veins run the length of its gray shaft. Its 
great lust spent it now sleeps. The woman knows that when the wolf wakes up 
its lustful appetite will return with a vengeance. But for now, she rubs her 
belly, and smiles in content. 

The shadow play resumes with a cry from the darkness. The woman in red 
screams an unholy scream. The wolf huddles in the corner, watching and 
waiting. The cries will echo throughout the ages, becoming whispers in the 
night. Her son claws its way out of her womb and once delivered it reaches out 
for his mother's embrace. And a mother's love is returned as she lifts her 
beautiful golden-haired boy to her bosom so that he can drink the milk of life. 

But his father now approaches, and cruelly steals the child away. The wolf 
has no need of sons, only daughters, and with a clawed hand severs the boy's 
manhood and gobbles it down. 

For the wolf is a god, with god’s vast wants, great desires, and vile hungers. 

The child wails in pain as his father throws the golden-haired child at the 
mother/sister's feet. Then it tells the woman to get herself ready for his lust 
knows no bounds. The woman in red glares at the retreating creature with 
revenge in her cruel black eyes. For the wolf has done the same to her when 
she was still a boy. 

Soon, the woman meets the wolf again. She wishes to be on top as they 
consummate their relationship. The wolf's enormous erection makes him 
agreeable to her desires and the creature quickly lies on its back. 

On top of him she is wild, riding him with a savage fury. Again, the earth 
shakes with their love making. The wolf loves this change in his daughter/wife 
and lets her have her way with him. At the peak of climax, the woman enacts 


her revenge. Earlier she had hid a sharp rock of the blackest obsidian within 
easy reach. The rock is just big enough to slit the wolf's mighty throat. The 
blood flows and soon pools underneath him. One day it will form what we 
know as the Red Sea. 

The patricide excites the woman in red, sending her into a frenzy. She 
continues to ride her father/husband even as life drains out of him. His 
erection remains strong, and powerful. The orgasm that follows drives the 
woman completely mad. But she is still sane enough to enact the next phase of 
her plan. She jumps off of him, and with the sharp rock that slew her 
monstrous father she carefully cuts off her father's penis. 

She calls her son to her. In her absence, the boy has grown into a young 
man. His beautiful golden hair has grown past his shoulders and down his 
back making him look very feminine. 

She tells him to sleep, and he does so. 

In his slumber the boy does not notice as his mother pluck a strand of his 
long golden hair and uses it to thread a needle. With the needle and thread, 
she begins to sow the wolf's penis onto her son's crotch. It takes several more 
hairs from her son's head to completely attach it. 

The woman in red gently shakes her son awake. 

To her horror she sees that the boy is now completely bald. 

But as the boy wakes, something else stirs between his legs. Now he looks at 
his sister/mother with an all-consuming lust in his sad eyes. 

With a growl, he pounces on her. Knocking her to the ground. He rapes her 
repeatedly until his lust is completely spent. He howls like his father, as he 
fills his sister/mother with his seed. But the seed is cold and makes her shiver. 

After the climax, he is regretful and repeatedly apologies to his 
sister/mother. She becomes cool and distant with him. 

It soon becomes clear that as the moon goddess makes her way across the 
nighttime sky, his body changes. Waxing and waning from youthful boy to dog 
headed man to lustful wolf. When he is the wolf he becomes consumed by lust 
and he rapes his sister/mother repeatedly. Always he howls like his father, and 
always his seed is cold and makes her shiver. Always he is apologetic, after his 
lust is spent, and he is filled with deep regret. In the heat of the moment, his 
sister/mother enjoys the immoral act, and like a snake wraps her body around 
him and greedily thrusts against him. In the aftermath, she is always 
disgusted with him, But it's an endless cycle of lust, sex and regret. 

Now a dog headed man turns to face the dreamer. His head is encircled by a 
halo of blue light. 

“Do you see now, Cole? I have shown you these things as a warning. 
Whatever, the servants of my mother tell you, I beg you, do not go to my 
father's house. Only death and regret wait for you there! Now wake up!” 


xx * 


Cole wakes up with a gasp. 

Another crazy dream. But like all his dreams of late, it both frightens him 
and excites him. And in that excitement and fright the beast between his legs 
awakes with a monstrous appetite. 

Cole lifts the bed covers. To his delight, he sees his mother's backside facing 
him. Her pussy, despite the pounding it has taken over the last few days, is so 
juicy and tight. He can't resist its siren call, and plunges in. 


Cole drools, her forbidden pussy lips are very warm and very welcoming. 

His mother whimpers as he begins rapidly thrust back and forth inside of 
her. 

The older woman awakes with a gasp. She looks over her shoulder and 
smiles shyly seeing her son. She turns her head away. He doesn't know it, but 
she loves it when he uses her body to get himself off. Her smile widens, even 
as her face blushes red. He's made such a slut. 

Cole meanwhile is a man possessed and lifts one of her shapely legs and 
now thrusts harder and deeper inside of her. 

His mother cries out, her moans echoing the loud rhythmic squeak of the 
mattress springs underneath their naked flesh. Soon she yelps, as he unloads a 
thick load of his seed inside of her. With a satisfied grunt he pulls free. 

He sits up, leaning against the headboard. His cock still throbs, the 
aftermath of his lust on full display. His cum still drips from the tip of penis. 

The sight of him like that, laid out like a Greek god, makes Beth swoon. She 
feels both girlish and slutty and now leans forward, stealing a kiss. 

She pulls back, tucking a few strands of her long dark hair behind an ear. 
She licks her dry lips. 

“Oh Cole,” she cries. “I'm so thirsty.” 

Her cold delicate hands reach out and soon she brings the head of his penis 
to her warm thick lips. 

His lips pull back in a snarl as she begins to bob her head back and forth. 

The pleasure of her warm soft lips proves too much, and sends him over the 
edge. 

With a grunt, he erupts inside her mouth. 

She gulps it all down. 

“So good,” she whimpers, and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. 

Beth pushes her naked body close to her son 

Cole welcomes her with open arms. 

The pair embrace. 

Beth repeatedly kisses him with her cum stained lips. Soon her playful 
passion is extinguished. She sighs and rests her head on his bare chest. 

“I love the way we fuck,” Beth crudely tells her son now. “It makes me feel 
so good, and I can't get enough.” 

She slips out of his embrace, and now climbs into his lap. Beth turns her 
back on her son, but quickly shoves his throbbing penis inside of her. 

Both boy and woman cry out. 

The pain and pleasure of their immoral act drives both of them wild. 

Beth's tight cunt slithers around her son's monstrous penis as she bounces 
up and down on top of him. 

Her unholy cries reverberate throughout the house. 

Cole's own cries echo his mother's and are loud and furious. 

The fucking is hungry and savage, but the climax comes quickly and rocks 
them both to their very core. 

“Oh my god,” Beth gasps, hiding her face again behind her hands. “This is 
so wrong!” 

With a grunt, Cole explodes inside of her again. Caught off guard, his 
mother jumps in surprise. Her hands drop to her sides and now her mouth 
hangs agate. 

Cole grabs his mother's long dark hair and pulls her head back. Their kiss is 
rough and crude. When he releases her, his mother is all smiles. 


“Oh, fuck yeah,” the woman said, her voice shaky with desire. 

Soon, his dick is her mouth again. Her thick lips lovingly draw back and 
forth along the length of his enormous shaft. 

Cole again snarls in approval, but it feels as if she is sucking the life right 
out of him. He feels lightheaded and can barely keep his eyes open. When he 
comes, he doesn't even notice. His mother's soft warm lips pulls free and now 
the woman slips into his arms again. 

“T love you, Cole,” she coos, softly. 

But he is already lost to the oblivion of sleep. 

No nightmares follow him into that dark place, but he awakes in pure 
agony. The morning sun stings his eyes, and he puts up a hand to shield 
himself from the piercing light. 

His mother comes to his rescue closing the blinds. 

Cole sighs in relief. 

In the darkened room, he sees that his mother has showered and dressed. 

“I'm sorry, honey,” she said. “I let you sleep, we had quite the workout 
earlier.” 

She sits on the bed and now turns her head to look down at him. 

Cole sees his mother smile. 

It is a kind smile, and he feels a twinge of regret at what they have done. 
That is until he notices her big boobs pushing against the fabric of her work 
shirt. 

The woman giggles and folds her arms across her chest, hiding her breasts 
away. 

“No more of that, young man,” she said, playfully scolding him. “I have to 
go to work.” 

Her face soured. 

“I'm working late tonight at the restaurant,” she told him now. “A double 
shift. I'll probably get home really late.” 

Beth sighed and smiled shyly at son. 

“You've so much like dad,” she said now, shaking her head. “We used to do 
it six or seven times a day.” 

She swallowed hard. 

“Usually, the sex tapers off after a few months of being in a relationship,” 
Beth bites her lip, and shakes her head again. “But your dad, he was 
insatiable.” 

She leans in close. 

“And just like him, you've made me such a little slut.” 

Beth kisses her son on the forehead and then gets up but stops at the door. 

“Are you going to be okay, alone?” She asks. “I know you need feed that 
beast, all the time.” 

Cole nodded. 

Beth cleared her throat and then said: “Are you going to visit your friend, 
Bernie tonight?” 

Cole shook his head. 

“I don't think so,” he said. Truthfully, he was already thinking about visiting 
Jessica tonight. The girl may not have had big breasts like Bernie or his mom, 
but that tight little bod was something he wanted to get to know intimately. 

Beth smiled at Cole's answer. She licked her lips. 

“As soon as I get home, I'll come to your room and we can...uh... you know.” 

Her face burned hot and was as red as the shirt she wore. 


“Your sister should be home around four,” his mother informed him now. 
“Remember, she's helping out at the church for a little extra money.” 

Cole nodded, wishing his mother would leave. They weren't fucking, so all 
she was doing now was annoying him. 

As if reading his mind, his mother now headed down the hall. 

“Bye honey,” she called out. “I see you around one or two in the morning.” 

Soon Cole heard the front door slam shut. 

Alone now, Cole jumped out of bed. His large penis slapping against his 
knee cap. 

Still naked he made his way to Teresa's room. Once there, he grabbed a pair 
of her panties from her dirty laundry basket. 

Her scent filled his nostrils and became even stronger as he wrapped the 
panties around his cock. Using the fabric to stroke himself off he quickly 
brings himself completion. The climax is explosive and his seed pours through 
the thin fabric and spills all over his sister's dirty laundry in the basket. The 
orgasm leaves him weak in the knees and he collapses onto her mattress. 

“Holy fuck,” he cries, still shaking. 

The panties are still wrapped around the tip of his cock. 

Cole barely even notices. 

Her scent is stronger than ever, and soon his penis is fully erect. 

Ugly grunts and snarls accompany the masturbatory act that follows. Again, 
he climaxes quickly, completely soaking Teresa's black panties. 

His sperm spills all over her blankets and sheets. 

“Oh Jesus,” he gasps. His voice is shaky, and his breath labored. 

Her scent hits him again and his penis begins to stiffen. 

Cole shakes his head and flees her room. 

In the shower, Cole can't stop thinking about her. Her scent lingers in 
nostrils. He imagines her in the shower with him. She is naked and bent over 
offering her perfect ass to him. She cries out as he sinks his big cock into her 
tight little snatch. He thrusts rapid and hard as he fucks with complete 
abandon. She cries out and Cole finds it kind of funny how pleasure and pain 
sound so much alike. He continues to fuck over and over again, even after 
coming, he can't stop! 

Back in the shower a loud grunt belches from his lips and his body begins to 
tremble. A thick load shoots out from the head of his cock, spilling all over the 
shower faucet. 

Cole reaches out to turn off the shower. A shooting pain in his back follows 
the action. There is even more pain as he dries himself off and for a moment 
he has to sit on the lip of the bathtub until the pain and the shaking subsides. 

But he can't get the scent of her out of his nostrils. 

With a towel wrapped around his waist, Cole makes his way back out into 
the hall. 

When he passes his sister's room, a sudden chill runs up his spine. Cole has 
a moment of clarity. He knows he should wash the sheets, clothes, and do his 
best to clean up and hide the evidence of his shame. 

But then just as quickly, the worm turns in his mind. 

“Let her find it Cole,” a soothing voice tells him at the back of his mind. “Let 
her confront you, and then you can have her anyway you want.” 

A crude smile now grows on his lips. 


He makes his way back to his mother's room and raids her closet. He soon 
finds some of his dad's old clothes. Cole slips on a T-shirt with a faded wolf on 
the front, and some sweatpants. The clothes are a surprisingly good fit. 

He has dressed just in time, as he now hears the doorbell ring. 

He's not sure why, but the sound piques his interest and now he rushes 
towards the door. Cole flings the front door open nearly ripping from its 
hinges. 

There are two women of the porch. 

The two women on the porch jump at Cole's sudden appearance. 

He licks his lips, and a low barely audible growl escapes his mouth. He 
studies them, taking them both in, tracing every feminine curve and feature of 
their bodies. They were older than him, but not by much. 

The first woman is lanky and plain-looking. She has short hair like a boy, 
but dyed a blood red, which didn't really match her brown skin. The second 
girl is pleasantly fat, which makes her look much more curvy, and she wore 
her dark hair in pig-tails. 

Cole continues to stare. 

The lanky plain-looking woman gathers her courage and now speaks. 

“Hello,” she begins. “You're Cole, right?” 

Cole's lips curl into a toothy grin. 

“Your sister, Teresa, said, we can come by and pick some old clothes for the 
church homeless drive.” 

Still grinning, Cole nods. 

“Can we come in?” The curvy woman asks now. “She said they were in a box 
in her closet.” 

“We'll be quick,” the lanky plain-looking woman chimes in. “So, you can get 
back to whatever you were doing.” 

Cole steps aside, and waves them in. 

The two women look at each other, unsure. 

“It's alright,” Cole assures them. “I'm harmless. 

He laughs and then adds: “Most of the time. 

They step inside. 

“It's kind of dark in here,” the curvy woman says now. 

“The light hurts my eyes,” Cole informs her. 

“Where's your sister's room?” The lanky woman asks. 

“Let me show you,” Cole offers. “It's right down the hall.” 

Cole leads the way. The women follow but keep their distance. 

He knows they are afraid of him and that makes him smile a wicked little 
grin. Soon, very soon, he'll have them on their knees and have their tongues’ 
wagging. 

“Right in here,” he says, pointing to Teresa's room. 

Teresa's smell fills his nostrils again, giving him an erection which tents the 
front of his sweatpants. 

Thankfully, the hallway is dark enough that the two women don't even 
notice as they enter the room. 

They flick on the light-switch and now the women set about their work. In 
the process they bend over as they reach into Teresa's closet. 

Cole licks his lips again at the sight, and then steps into the room. 

The curvy woman is the first to notice his presence. 

She gasps at the sight of his erection. 

“Take off your clothes,” he growls. “Both of you.” 


The necklace glows emphasizing his command. 

Even hidden behind the fabric of his black shirt, the glow is oddly hypnotic. 

The women are easily seduced, and now strip. Soon they stand naked 
before him. 

Aside from her hairy bush, the lanky woman doesn't have much in the way 
of feminine charm, still her mouth is pretty enough. The other woman, on the 
other hand, has curves to spare. 

His erection twitches, reminding him of his unsatisfied lust. 

“Both of you on your knees,” he commands. “And come to me.” 

They do as they are told, and crawl over to him. 

Cole pulls down the front of his sweatpants exposing his beast of a cock. 
The thin woman recoils in terror. The curvy woman, by contrast, has a 
shocked look on her face. The shock soon wears thin, and now a smile lights 
up her face. 

Up close, Cole now noticed the girl's breasts were smaller than her big body 
suggested. A girl her size should have large breasts, but she was a b or c cup at 
best. 

“All right, Cole announces, while at the same time, grabs the shaft of his 
erect penis. “Let's play a little game. Whoever can get me to blow my load first 
just using their mouth will get fucked first. The loser will have to settle for 
sloppy seconds.” 

The curvy girl looked elated. 

The thin woman frowned. 

The boy began slowly stroking himself off, soon thick pre-cum dripped 
from the tip. 

“Before we begin,” he said now. “Why don't we get to know each other a 
little better. What are your names, and how do you like to do it?” 

“I'm Tina,” the curvy girl cries, enthusiastically. “I love sex. I like it on my 
back so I can look my partner in the eye while he fucks me.” 

Cole laughs, but he still continues to stroke himself off. 

“How many guys have you been with?” He asked. 

“T'm not sure,” Tina answered. “Probably a third of the town at least.” 

When she speaks again, her voice is low and conspiratorial. 

“I know that if a guy sticks his dick in me at a slight angle, it will drive me 
absolutely crazy.” 

Cole laughed again, and now turned to the thin plain-looking woman. 

“How about you?” He asked. 

“Chris,” the woman said, scowling. “I don't like sex, and I don't like men, 
especially little boys who think they're men.” 

Yikes, Cole thought. Way to kill the mood lady. 

But soon the worm turned in his mind. 

Bet she sucks a mean cock, though, he thought. 

He decided to put his bet to the test, and now slapped the woman in the 
face with his cock. The thick load of pre-cum that had gathered on the tip, 
splashed on her cheek. 

The plain-looking woman made a disgusted face. 

“Your first,” Cole snarled 

He pressed the tip of his cock against her lips. 

But the woman defiantly refused to open up. With a strong hand, he 
squeezed the lower half of her face. Soon her thin lips parted, and Cole wasted 
no time shoving his dick inside. 


Now that he was in her mouth, he let her go. 

No longer restrained the woman began sucking him off like a lollipop 

Cole cried out, as she swallowed his dick a little deeper. 

He had been right about her; she sucked a mean cock. This was further 
emphasized as she picked up the pace. Bobbing and weaving her head at a 
dizzying speed. 

Not as good as mom, the boy thought now. But his cock didn't care and 
loved the attention she was giving him now. 

Cole clumsy collapsed onto the bed, the woman didn't even skip a beat and 
continued to please him with her mouth. 

He could feel his climax building and this plain-looking woman would 
probably have easily won the game, if the other girl hadn't suddenly become 
jealous. 

“Hey!” The curvy girl screamed. “Save some for the rest of us.” 

Immediately, the plain-looking woman pulled back. 

His monstrous penis fell from her mouth. 

Unfettered, his dick throbbed and dripped with her loving spittle. 

For a moment, the plain-looking woman had a dreamy look on her face. 

Chris soon shakes this dream away. She sat up, her arms covering her tiny 
breasts. A look of absolute disgust now stained her face. 

Since she was no longer pleasing him with her mouth, Cole soon lost 
interest in the plain-looking woman. He turned to her friend for comfort. 

“Suck it,” he commanded. 

The curvy woman's face lit up and she squealed. 

The girl quickly pushed her friend out the way and then got on her knees in 
worship of his cock. 

Tina opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, receiving his penis like a 
holy sacrament. 

Cole grabbed the girl by her pigtails and now manipulated her head back 
and forth, getting himself off. 

Tina slobbered all over him, and Cole could see a slight smile on her face as 
she continued to debase herself before him. 

Soon Cole brought himself to completion. The orgasm was intensive and 
left both his legs and butt shaking. 

The big girl chugged down his seed, swallowing all of it just like his mother. 

Cole pulled out. But a thick string of spittle still intimately connected them. 

Still panting, the girl asked: “So did I win?” 

Cole nodded. 

“Bitchin,” the girl squealed, and then climbed up on the bed to join him. 
She soon laid back on the mattress and spread her legs. 

He noticed now that his sweatpants were soaked with her spittle. He tore 
them off, but left his shirt on, as he joined the girl on the bed. 

The situation reminded him of a lot when he tried to have sex with Bernie. 

But unlike with Bernie, this girl eagerly welcomed him inside. 

They both cried out as he slid inside. 

But the curvy girl had not been lying when she said she had been with many 
many men. 

Despite how big he was, she still felt loose. It was kind of disappointing 
given how enthusiastic she had been earlier. 

The necklace came to his rescue now. 

Cole gasped as he felt his penis grow big and thick. 


The woman noticed it too and now squirmed underneath him. 

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as she squirting all over his crotch. 

His cock continued to grow until she felt nice and tight. 

“Oh my god,” Tina cried. “You're so big!” 

The curvy woman threw her arms around the boy and held him in a tight 
embrace. She kissed him over and over again. 

Pushing against the mattress, Tina now thrust against him, driving him in 
deeper. 

She cried out. But soon returned to kissing him again, as she ground his 
hips underneath him. Cole loved the attention she gave him. But then he 
remembered they were not alone. He stole a glance at the thin, plain-looking 
woman. 

Chris just stared at them; arms still folded across her chest, and looked 
completely disgusted. 

Cole returned to the attention of the curvy girl. He now remembered what 
she had told him, about the thing that would really set her off. 

“Roll on your side,” Cole growled, as he pulled out of her. 

The girl eagerly nodded and got into position. 

Cole now lifted her right leg and made sure that he penetrated her at a 
slight angle. 

As he slithered inside of her again, the girl's entire body shuddered. 

“Right there!” She screamed. “Right there!” 

She continued to scream, as he poked and prodded her. The boy increased 
his pace, and her screams became incoherent. She came over and over again, 
and her cum was the perfect lubricant as his cock slide back and forth inside of 
her. 

Soon, his cock throbbed wildly inside of her. In need of release, Cole thrust 
in as deep as he could, hitting her cervix hard. 

Tina's body jumps at the impact, and then she howls as his love pours 
inside of her. 

“That was the best I've ever had,” she pants. 

He pulls out of her. 

His thick seed dripped from between her legs at his retreat. 

She reaches down to her crotch. 

When she pulls her hand back, her fingers are stained with cum. 

“So much,” the girl cries. Her eyes roll back in her head, and she passes out. 

Cole now turns to the thin, plain-looking woman. 

At the sight of the boy's penis, Chris’ eyes go wide, and she audibly gulps. 
The boy's penis looks very large and intimidating as it drips wet with both his 
cum and Tina's orgasmic juices. 

Chris backs away and shakes her head. 

Cole laughs at her reaction. 

He took off his shirt, and now got down on the floor. Like a dog, he got on 
all fours and crawled over to the woman. 

Chris continued to scoot back, still shaking her head. Cole herded the 
woman until she backed into a wall and could go no further. 

“Come here,” Cole barked. 

He grabbed her by the feet and pulled her back. Once she was close enough, 
he flipped her on her stomach. 

He shoved his dick deep inside of her. The heavy weight of the thing 
pinned the woman to the ground. 


Cole suddenly gasped. Her pussy was nothing like he had ever felt before, 
and he came instantly inside of her. 

For a moment, the boy sat frozen in shock. 

Taking advantage of his shock, Chris began to scream at him. 

“Get off me, you fucking asshole.” 

Her cries shake him out of frozen state, as did his erection. 

The woman continued to curse and shout obscenities at him. 

Ignoring her, Cole began to pump. A few seconds later he came again. 

“Jesus, he cried. His lips trembled as the words spilled from his mouth. 

“T can't believe you did that,” Chris screamed at him now. “You little 
bastard!” 

Cole's lips curled in a crude grin. She sounded just like his mother the first 
time they did it. 

Cole began pumping again, fucking her harder and faster this time. It was 
long before he came again. 

“Oh fuck,” both boy and woman cried out. 

The woman was the first to recover. 

“You'd better not get me pregnant, asshole,” Chris screamed. 

Cole slapped her bare ass hard, and that quickly shut her up. The 
reverberation from the blow made him come again. 

“Oh Christ,” Cole cried. 

But he's mad with lust now, and his strong hands grab her tiny hips. 

“Shove yourself back,” he snarls. 

The woman does as she is told, slamming herself back against him. 

They both cry out, as the impact makes him cum again. 

“Keep going,” he snarls now. 

She shoves herself back a second time, making Cole cum again. 

“You feel so good,” he growls, approvingly. 

Now that she is off her leash, Chris falls into a study rhythm of thrusting 
herself back and forth, making him cum over and over again. 

With a whimper, Chris surrenders herself to him. 

Suddenly her body becomes stiff and ridge to the touch. With a shudder, 
the plain-looking woman comes. Her juices ran down the length of his shaft 
and spilled all over the floor underneath. 

A dreamy smile spreads across her lips as her body loses its tension. She 
bends forward, her head resting on the floor underneath, soon the plain- 
looking woman falls into a deep sleep. 

Her rest is brief. During the calm a very perverted idea enters Cole's mind. 
It is an idea that makes him smile. 

He slowly pulls free. 

Once free, he leans down and whispers in her ear. Then he sits cross-legged 
on the floor next to her. 

With a gasp, Chris violently wakes up. She looks down at her crotch and 
screams. But the scream catches in her throat, rendering her silent. 

All the cum he had given her, raced back up her legs disappearing back 
inside of her again. 

Cole watched amused, as a tiny penis sprouted from between her legs. 
Chris gasped as it grew to an unholy size. 

When the penis had reached its full height, it ejaculated. It’s seed spilling 
all over the plain-looking woman's skinny body. The woman moaned as the 
orgasm worked its way through her system. 


“What did you do to me,” she gulped. 

A grin crept across the boy's lips. 

“Come here,” he told her. 

She shook her head, but nevertheless crawled over to him. 

“Turn around,” he growled. 

She did so. 

His grin widened. 

In front she might be a man, but from behind she was still a woman, and 
the plain-looking woman still had a feminine curve to her hips and butt. Cole 
was delighted to see that the best part of her was still there, and it was 
dripping wet. 

He shoved his penis inside of her pussy again. As before he came almost 
immediately. 

Cole leaned back against the bed and pulled the woman on top of him. Her 
back was turned toward him. 

The boy now thrust up into Chris. 

A few seconds later he came again. 

But then something wonderfully strange happened. 

Peaking over her slim shoulder, Cole saw Chris' penis begin to throb, and 
then it grew. Soon she ejaculated again. 

Chris moaned and licked her lips. The boy watched in wonder as the 
ejaculated cum was absorbed back into her skin. 

Now Cole understood. 

He doubled down, fucking her in rapid bursts. Only to cum just as rapidly. 

Cole peaked over her shoulder again. To his delight he saw her penis throb, 
grow, and then cum. Only for her body to absorb the spent cum back into her 
system. 

Chris moaned and licked her lips. 

That gave Cole a very perverted idea. 

He now reached over and grabbed her penis. 

Chris tensed at his touch. 

“Grab it like this,” he told her soothingly. “Firm but gentle. Don't squeeze it. 
Girls always squeeze it as tight as they can. Then stroke it fast. 

Chris' body shook as the boy jerked her off. 

“And for you, do this,” he told her and slapped her penis against her flat 
stomach. 

“Oh my god,” she screamed as her cum splashed all over her stomach. 
There was a lot this time. But again, her skin absorbed the seed back into her 
body. 

“Oh, Jesus,” she gulped. “Is that what it's like for boys?” 

Cole smiled and nodded. 

“I love it,” she cried, her voice shivery with lust. “Do it again.” 

He pumped into her hard, flooding her inside with his seed. 

“Oh fuck,” she cried. 

Again, her penis throbbed and grew. Then she shot her load all over herself 
again. 

She moaned, high on her own lust, and licked her lips. 

Cole grabbed hold of her penis again, and quickly stroked her off. Then 
aimed her penis at her face. She blew her load, the sperm striking her chin. 

“Oh fuck, yeah,” she cried, cum dripping from her chin and onto her tiny 
breasts. 


As before her skin quickly absorbs it again. 

“T love it,” she cried now, her voice throaty and raw. She turned her head, 
and her lips sought his. They shared a passionate kiss. 

“Do it again,” she said, licking her lips. 

Cole laughed. 

“You know it feels even better when you do it with a girl,” the boy said. 
“Like your friend on the bed.” 

She looked at him as if he had gone mad. 

“T can't do that,” she said. 

“Why not,” Cole asked. “You have the right equipment.” 

Chris still looked unsure. 

“T mean we've fingered each other sometimes,” Chris offered. “And I licked 
her pussy once. But I don't think she likes me like that.” 

“Let me show you something,” Cole offered. “Stand up.” 

She got up. 

Cole sighed, already missing her wonderful pussy. 

“Okay now what?” 

“Turn around,” he whispered in her ear. 

“Mmm,” she said, smiling. The woman turned around. 

Cole approached and kissed the nape of her neck. 

Chris sighed. 

The boy reached over and grabbed her penis again. 

“Are you going to jerk me off again,” she giggled. 

“Not exactly,” Cole answered, and slapped her ass. 

She gasped in playful flirtation. 

But then she tensed as he bent her penis back. 

“What are you doing?” She cried and tried to pull away. 

But the boy still held her by the privates and continued to bend her penis 
back. 

“What are you doing?!” There is panic in voice now. 

But sighed heavy when Chris felt the penis rub against her pussy lips. 

But the boy had devilish intentions. 

Chris screamed as he shoved the penis inside of her. 

She moaned loudly and collapsed to the floor. 

The pleasure she felt was mind numbing, as both her penis and her pussy 
came over and over again. 

It only ended when the boy pulled the penis out. 

“See,” he said. “That's what it feels like.” 

“Holy fuck,” Chris moaned, drooling. 

Cole helped the woman back up to her feet. 

“Do you want to fuck her now?” He asked. 

Chris gulped, and vigorously nodded her head. 

“Let me get her ready for you,” the boy offered. 

He now made his way back to the bed. He leaned down and whispered in 
the curvy woman's ear. 

Chris impatiently bounced from one foot to another, her erection getting 
bigger as the seconds passed. 

The boy pulled away. 

Tina sat up and gasped. 

Chris watched as the girl's chubby belly shrunk and her breasts expanded. 


Suddenly, Tina shut her eyes tight. She spread her legs and now squirted all 
over the sheets. 

Chris was rock hard. 

“There you go,” Cole said, slapping her ass again. “And I made that pussy 
nice and tight for you.” 

Tina blinked several times, and then her eyes went wide when she saw 
Chris climb on top of her. 

“Wait, what are you doing, Chris?” 

As if possessed, Chris shoved her erection deep inside the other girl. 

Tina cried out in surprise. 

Chris gasped and now appealed to the boy. 

“Am I doing it right,” she panted. “It feels like I can't breathe, and she is really 
tight.” 

Cole nodded and flashed her a thumbs up. 

“You're doing great,” he told her. “The first time always feels like that. Don't 
worry it will get better after you cum.” 

Chris nodded and now began pumping in imitation of how Cole had fucked 
Tina earlier. 

Speaking of Tina, the girl began whimpering as Chris continued to clumsily 
fuck her friend. 

The boy walked over to the bed. 

“Turn your head,” he told the curvy girl. “Suck my cock.” 

Tina did as she was told, and soon her warm lips slithered up and down the 
shaft of his cock. 

Cole growled in approval. 

Chris meanwhile was really struggling. She was still pumping away into her 
friend, but the act leaves her wincing in pain. 

Cole sees the woman in distress. 

He reaches over and touches her cheek. 

“Cum,” he tells her. 

The wincing turned into great delight, as Chris blew her load into the pig- 
tailed girl. 

“Better?” Cole asks. 

Wearing a dreamy look on her face, Chris nods. 

“It feels so good,” she cries, still panting. 

“More,” she says now, licking her lips. “More.” 

“Let's switch places,” Cole suggests. 

Chris eagerly nods. 

The boy gently slaps Tina's cheek. 

“You're going to suck her dick now.” 

Tina sits up a little and does a double take. Then she shrugs. 

“A dick is a dick,” she said, and laid back down. 

“Wow,” Cole laughed. “You really are a slut.” 

Tina licked her lips and then smiled. 

Chris walked over to the front of the bed, pausing for a moment to wrap her 
arms around the boy's neck and pull him down for a kiss. She was 
considerably shorter than Cole and had to stand on the tips of her toes to 
reach him. But once their lips meet, she kisses him over and over again. Cole 
gently pushed the woman away. 

“Go get your dick sucked,” he said, slapping her ass again. “Trust me, you'll 
like it.” 


But Chris was already starting to get hard. 

Cole nodded in approval and then got on the bed with the curvy girl. 

“Roll over on your stomach,” Cole growled. 

The girl on the bed squealed and quickly got in position, and sensing his 
want raised her big ass high. 

Now this is more like it, he thought. 

Without ceremony, he slams into her, plunging in deep. 

The girl yelps, but this does little to quench his lust. 

He snarls in approval. 

It's not like before, this time she is tight, and his big dick throbs in delight. 

He begins slamming into her repeatedly, pounding her pussy into 
submission. 

The lust clears for a moment, and Cole sees that Chris is left hanging as she 
sits at the head of the bed. 

He leans forward. 

“T told you to suck her dick,” he snarls. 

Tina nods and now reaches over and slides the plain-looking woman dick 
into her warm mouth. 

At first Chris looks confused, not understanding this new sensation she 
feels as Tina lips slide back and forth along her shaft. But her body soon 
responds and now her hips slowly buck back and forth in rhythm to the 
obscene act. 

“More,” Chris cries out. “More.” 

Watching the two women, Cole becomes utterly consumed by lust. He shifts 
his position slightly and now his big dick hits the big woman at a slight angle. 
The big girl screams, but her screams are muffled by the dick in her mouth. 

Cole savagely pounds into her, but the big girl gives as good as she gets and 
now slams herself back against the boy. 

Chris, succumbing to her baser instincts, now begins fucking Tina's mouth 
with wild abandon. Their shared pleasure hits an ultimate height, and at its 
peak all three climax at the same time. 

Chris is the first to speak. 

“Oh dear god,” she cries, as a shiver runs up her spine. 

Tina spits her out, cum spilling from her mouth 

The sight makes Chris' eyes go wide and her mouth twitches. 

“Sperm,” she purrs. 

Chris drops to all fours. Her tongue darts out, and like a cat, she laps up the 
spent cum and finishes by licking Tina's lips. 

Tina smiles and gives her friend a quick kiss. 

“Come here,” Cole growls. 

Chris straightens and then crawls over to the boy. 

“Try again,” Cole says, pointing to Tina's waiting pussy. 

“Sperm, Sperm,” Chris purrs again, and now buries her face in the other 
girl's crotch. 

The plain-looking begins licking the folds of the other girl's slit, lapping up 
any sperm she finds there. 

Tina also purrs, whimpering softly as Chris licks her pussy clean. 

The plain-looking woman sits up and wipes her mouth with the back of her 
hand. Her penis is large and fully erect. 

Cole grabs it and guides it to the other girl's wet snatch. 

Chris gasps as it slides inside. 


“How is it?” Cole asks. 

“So good,” Chris answers. 

Nature soon takes its course, and Chris responds by thrusting back and 
forth into her friend's sweet wet bliss. 

Both women whimper in reaction to the depraved act. 

Cole slapped Chris' tiny butt. 

“Fuck her harder,” He snarled. 

Chris increased her pace, slamming into the big girl. 

“Don't stop!” The big girl howled, “DON'T STOP!” 

Suddenly the big girl screamed, her cum spraying all over Chris' crotch. 

The two women are left panting. 

“You're still hard,” Tina cries, looking over her shoulder at her friend. 

Chris nods in response. 

The big girl gulps. 

“Get on top of me,” she says now. “I want to look at you while you fuck me.’ 

The two switch positions. 

Tina lies on her back, her legs spread open. 

Chris gets on top of her. 

Dirty thoughts now invade Cole's mind. 

Chris is noticeably smaller than the other girl. In Cole's mind it looks like 
the big curvy girl is fucking a little boy. 

Like a mother fucking her son, he thinks, and the dirty thought makes him 
very hard. 

Chris and Tina meanwhile, are shyly kissing each other. Despite them both 
being naked, the scene to normal eyes is almost innocent. Both their faces are 
blushing red. 

“Go ahead and put it in,” Tina tells her friend. 

“Are you sure?” Chris asks. “This is really weird.” 

“It feels good,” Tina confessed. “I like it.” 

Chris sits up for a moment. 

Tina winces as her friend slides her large penis inside. 

“Oh god,” Tina gasps. “It's so big.” 

She reaches up and pulls Chris into an embrace. 

“Fuck me hard,” Tina cries. 

Chris remembered to put her dick inside the girl at a slight angle. As she 
began to thrust, Tina went crazy. 

“Oh fuck yes,” the big girl screamed. “Right there! Right there!” 

Chris began to pick up her pace. 

Tina's big boobs rocked back and forth in sync with Chris' thrusts. The 
motion excited Chris. 

She lowers her head and now sucks one of Tina's nipples. To her surprise, 
milk flows from her breasts. 

Tina moans and pulls the plain-looking woman close to her bosom. 

Cole can't take it anymore. 

He now shoves his big hard dick inside the plain-looking woman from 
behind. 

Chris yelps and pulls free of Tina's embrace. 

Cole snarls and blows his load inside the plain-looking woman. 

Chris cries out. 

Her cock throbs inside the other girl. 

Tina gulps. Her hands claw at the bedsheets underneath her. 


“What's happening,” she cries. “You're getting bigger!’ 

Chris' lips pull back, making her large smile look unhinged. 

She shoves herself back against Cole. The impact catches him off guard and 
nearly knocks him off the bed. Cole reasserts his dominance and blows his 
load inside of her, unknowingly giving Chris exactly what she wants. 

Tina whimpers and begins wildly fraying about, as the thin plain-looking 
woman's penis grows again. 

Chris thrusts forward, making Tina yelp, and follows up by shoving herself 
back against Cole again. 

Cole cries out and unleashes another torrent inside of her. 

The smile widens on Chris' face as she feels her penis stretch again and 
expand inside the other girl. She thrusts forward again hitting Tina's cervix 
hard. 

Tina's body jumps. 

Driven mad with the temptations of the flesh, Chris can't stop herself from 
repeating the exercise. 

She pushes herself back against the boy again, but before she can thrust 
forward, Cole slaps her hard on the backside. 

“Come,” he snarls. 

Chris screams, blowing load after load into her friend. It ends with a 
satisfied sigh as the last few drops spit out. 

But just as Chris’ screams come to an end, Tina's screams are just 
beginning. The big girl cries out as she is first filled up, and then shaking 
squirts it all back out, as she has the best orgasm of her young life. 

“Oh my god,” she cries in a shivery moan, “That was amazing.” 

Cole laughs and pulls free. But the laughter comes to an abrupt end when 
he sees the time: 3:30. 

Teresa will be home soon, he thinks. And given the mess they've made of 
her room; he didn't want to be around when his sister came back. 

Chris tries to sit up but fails. Instead, she drunkenly swayed from side to 
side. 

Cole slapped her ass again, and now the plain-looking woman shook her 
head and then blinked. 

She pulled out of Tina, but then her eyes went wide. 

The penis that sprouted between the woman's legs was inhumanly large 
(though still not as big as mine, Cole thinks with a touch of pride). 

Tina now sat up and her eyes too went wide. 

Chris' penis was blood red, and it looked gnarled and ugly with thick 
bulging veins wrapped around the long shaft. 

“That was inside of me?!” Tina cried, amazed. 

Before Chris could answer, she saw the cum running down the other girl's 
legs. 

“Sperm,” Chris purred now, and licked her lips. 

The plain-looking woman shoved her head in-between the big girl's legs. 

“What are you doing?” Tina giggled. 

Chris' tongue answered as she lapped up the mess she had made. When she 
reached the girl's pussy, Tina laid back and open her legs. 

She whimpered as Chris ate her out. 

Cole slapped the plain-looking woman on her ass again. 

“Okay, that's enough,” Cole barked, while laughing at the same time, 
making him sound like a hyena. 


“Look at me,” he said. 

Both women looked up at him. 

Cole reached over and touched both their legs. 

“Listen to me,” he said. His voice was calm, soothing, and oddly hypnotic. 

“Tina,” he said to the big curvy girl. “You are a total slut.” 

The big girl nodded, smiling as she did so. 

“But I think it's time you settled down. Can I offer you this dick?” Cole 
asked, grabbing Chris’ dick and slowly stroking it. 

Tina eagerly nodded. 

Chris meanwhile squirmed as Cole continued to jerk her off. 

“Chris,” Cole hissed. “Did you like fucking your friend?” 

Chris vigorously nodded. 

“Don’t stop, don't stop,” she whimpered. “Please.” 

“T want you,” Cole said suggestively. “To have the same sex drive as a horny 
teenage boy, understand?” 

She nods vigorously. 

“Don't stop! Please don't stop!” 

“Tina,” Cole called out. Why don't you finish up for me?” 

The big squealed. She reached over and grabbed the plain-looking woman's 
penis, squeezing it tight. 

Chris winced, clenching her teeth. 

“Tell her how she should do,” Cole offered. 

“Firm,” Chris said, still wincing. “Don't squeeze. Just stroke it.” 

Tina quickly adjusted her grip and began jerking her friend off. It wasn't 
long before the big curvy girl brought Chris to completion. A geyser erupted 
from the tip spilling all over Tina's hand. 

“Sperm,” Chris purred. 

Tina offered her hand to the plain-looking woman. 

Chris lapped up all the spilled seed she could found. When she finished, she 
looked up at the curvy girl. Their eyes meet as did their lips. 

Like a couple of horny teenagers, they were unable to keep their hands off 
each, until their lips parted. 

“God, I'm still so horny,” Chris confessed. 

“Me too,” the big girl agreed. 

They began to make out again. 

“Hey,” Cole called out. “You guys better get dressed and get going. Teresa 
will be home soon.” 

Upon hearing Teresa's name, they quickly snapped to attention. The big 
curvy girl went to fetch their clothes from the closet. 

“Here,” Cole said, holding on his sweatpants and faded wolf T-shirt to 
Chris. “You'll probably need these.” 

The plain-looking woman put on the pants and shirt. The clothes were a 
little bit too big for her, but they concealed her secret. 

“You should probably look through those donation clothes and see if 
something fits a little better.” 

Chris nodded and kissed him on the cheek. 

She tucked a few strands of her blood red hair behind an ear, as a sly smile 
creased her lips. 

The plain-looking woman dropped to her knees. Soon she held his penis 
again and slid it into her mouth. 

This time, she sucked the tip, while at the same time jerked him off. 


Cole was in heaven, and the way she blew him reminded him a lot of how 
his mother would get him off with her mouth. 

She was a practiced hand. Firm grip, but not squeezing him, just rapidly 
stroking him. 

Her lips were warm and soft, and it wasn't long before he blew his load 
down her throat. 

She smiled up at him with a cum stained lips. 

Chris stood, and Cole could see her penis throbbing behind the fabric of her 
pants, then stretching, as it grew even thicker and longer. 

The woman's sly smile remained, even as she sat silently next to the boy. In 
her mind's eye, she was already scheming. She saw herself, blowing man after 
man in the coming days, weeks, and years ahead, so many that their faces 
blurred together. Making the penis this boy had given her grown big and 
strong from all that lovely sperm. 

Tina returned fully dressed and carrying the box of clothing donations. The 
big girl set the box on the floor. Tina handed Chris her shoes and socks. 

From the top of the box, Cole grabbed a pair of old pajama bottoms that 
once belonged to his dad. 

He also found a pink shirt with rabbits on it and slipped it on. He detected a 
very faint trace of Teresa's smell on the fabric. 

Chris meanwhile sat on the edge of the bed and put on her shoes and socks. 

Presentable now, he led the two women down the dark hallway and back to 
the front door. 

Cole opened the door for them. The big curvy girl stepped out still carrying the 
box. On the front step the big girl smiled and waved. The plain-looking woman 
held back. Standing on the tips of her toes she reached up and pulled Cole 
down, pressing her lips against his, and shoving her tongue into his mouth. 

Cole could taste his own cum in her mouth and felt oddly aroused. He 
reached down and pinched the woman butt. 

Chris pushed him away, laughing. 

“Chris come on,” Tina called from outside. 

The plain-looking woman narrowed the gap between herself and Cole. She 
wrapped her arms around his waist and laid her head on her chest. 

“Turns out,” Chris said now. “I do like sex, especially with boys who think 
they're men.” 

“Chris come on,” Tina called out again. “The sooner we drop these 
donations off, the soon we can go home and fuck.” 

Chris leaned down and through the pajama bottoms showered multiple 
kisses down the length of his shaft. She followed it by briefly squeezing the 
outline of his penis. Then she pulled away. Cole watched her tiny butt jiggle 
slightly as she sauntered out the door. 

Cole took a deep breath, held it and let it out slowly. 

“God damn.” He gasped. 

Cole's eyes drifted up to the wall clock in the hallway. He saw the time. 

“Shit,” he cried. “Five minutes to four. Teresa could be home any minute.” 

He quickly slipped on his shoes and socks and headed out into the woods. 
Hoping to escape his sister's fury. 


XII. 
PURE SLEAZE 


It is surprisingly warm and bright for an October afternoon. But Cole feels a 
sudden chill ruin up his spine. 

As he walks down the trail to Jessica's house, Cole feels as if he is being 
watched. 

But when he turns around. There is no one there. 

Still, he can't shake the feeling. 

His lust keeping his feet moving. 

He occupies his thoughts with Jessica and how sweet it's going to be fill 
Jessica's tight little snatch with his big dick. 

He rounds a corner, and now his sharp ears pick up the sound of a girl 
moaning loudly to the left. 

Cole veers off the beaten path and pushes some tree branches away. 

In a clearing, he sees a girl. She looks familiar, but he can't quite place her. 
But she is naked and is on top of a boy. 

She rode him reverse cowgirl style. The girl's eyes are wild, and her 
movements are savage. 

The boy lies helpless underneath her, as she continues to grind her hips on 
top of him. 

Still moaning, she increases her pace, moving at an almost blinding speed. 

“Please,” the boy groans, his voice is weak and hollow, “please Madison, let 
me come.” 

Madison? Cole thinks. Teresa's friend? 

“NO!” The girl howls and keeps up her frenzied pace. 

Cole reaches into his pants and begins touching himself inappropriately. 

“She is not for you Cole...” 

A strong hand drops on his shoulder. 

Cole nearly jumps out of his skin. 

He turns to face this new intruder. 

The man is incredibly skinny, and he is really hairy. 

“You know me, right?” The man says now. 

Cole gasps and cringes back. 

“You're... you're the monster from that house in the woods,” Cole cries, 
cringing back even more. 

The man's eyes glow a sickly yellow. 

“Don't be afraid, Cole,” the man says now. 

Cole feels his fear depart and now looks up at the man. 

“What do you want?” Cole asks. 

“Just checking up on you,” the man said, flashing the boy a large toothy 
grin. “How do you like my little gift? 

Cole shakes his head not understanding. 

The man reaches out with a clawed finger and taps the necklace. Even 
through his shirt, it briefly glows blue at the man's touch. 

“Having any weird dreams lately? The man asks. 

Cole nods. 


“Was it the one where your mother sucks you back up into her womb?” 

Cole nods again. 

The man shivers. 

“That one really creeps me out.” The man admits. “Although I've jerked off 
to it a couple of times.” 

Cole still has his hand in his pants. 

“Oh sorry,” the man said, throwing up his hands. “Did you want to finish?” 

“Uh,” Cole said, his face going red. 

“Nothing to be ashamed about, Cole,” The man says, lowering his hands. 
For the first time, Cole notices that the man has hairy palms. “Madison is a 
cute girl with nice tits and even a better ass.” 

The man's long tongue darts out, and he begins panting like a dog. 

“Oh please Madison, the other boy cries. “Let me cum.” 

“Do it,” The girl screams. Both boy and girl cry out and then sigh. 

“They make a cute couple, huh,” the hairy man says now. 

Cole looks and sees that Madison has turned around and now she and the 
boy are making out. 

The man is right, Cole notes, Madison does have a nice ass. 

“I played matchmaker, you know,” the hairy man said proudly. “Got those 
two crazy kids together. I might be an old pervert, but I'm still a Romantic at 
heart.” 

He flashes his toothy grin again, and now Cole sees that the man has 
stained yellow teeth. 

“Of course it wasn't easy,” the hairy man said now. “See Madison had this 
uncle, a man who used to rape her every night for the last two years.” 

“Damn,” Cole said. “But everybody in town knew her Uncle Alan was bad 
news.” 

“And yet none of you did anything about it,” the man leered down at the 
boy, flashing his toothy grin again. But Cole thought the grin looked more like 
the man baring his teeth. 

“Now normally I approve of such intimate relationships between family 
members,” the hairy man says now, the grin still on his face, making him look 
unhinged. 

He raises a long finger and wags it in a scolding manner. 

“But the one thing I will not tolerate,” the man snarled. “Is taking away a 
person's joy for the pleasures of the flesh and that is what this man did to that 
girl, so he had to pay the price.” 

“You didn't kill him, did you?” Cole asks. By this time, he had taken his 
hand out of his pants. 

The man's laughs. The laughter sounds like barking dogs 

“No,” he said, his eyes glowing sickly yellow again. “Something far worse.” 

“Give it to me!” Madison screams, “Give it to me!” 

The boy moans. 

Cole looks into the clearing again. He sees Madison is on top of the boy. 
This time facing him. But Cole sees that Madison has a small mark on her 
butt. A tattoo of a snake eating its own tail, just like his necklace. 

“Yes, Cole,” the man says now. “I gave a small piece of my power.” 

Cole looks up at the man again. 

“Her uncle came home last night and immediately went into Madison's 
room,” the hairy man continued. “To rape the poor girl again. But this time 
she surprised him.” 


A low growl escapes the man's lips. 

“As soon as her beloved uncle shoved his tiny dick inside of her,” the hairy 
man continued. “She goes crazy with lust. And Madison fucked his brain out 
for hours on end, and the entire time, her uncle is just begging her to let him 
cum. Finally, as the sun rose, she relents, and he blows a massive load inside 
of her. When he finished, he fled the house and ran into the woods.” 

The man's lips pull back in a wicked grin, and his eyes flash yellow again. 

“And that is where I found it,” the man said now. “He was sobbing like a 
woman, complaining that he could no longer get it up. That his niece had done 
something to him.” 

“Oh please, Madison,” the boy cried out from the clearing again. “Please let 
me cum!” 

Cole turned his head to look in the clearing again. When he looked back at 
the man, he nearly jumped back. The man had moved uncomfortably close to 
him. 

“I pretended to be sympathetic,” the hairy man snarled. “And told him I 
could help. And help I did, by changing him into the spitting image of what he 
turned his niece into: a despondent, sullen unkempt girl wearing baggy 
clothes to keep the boys from staring at her body. He lives at my house now, 
and spends his days being passed around by all my strange, perverted 
friends.” 

“Are you the devil?” Cole asked. 

The man laughed, his barking laughter again. 

“No,” he said. “Not the prince of darkness or of any divine origin.” 

He holds out a large, clawed hand. 

“Henry,” he says. “Henry King.” 

Cole shakes his hand. 

“The ones I serve are old and perverse,” he tells Cole now. “And they give us 
the power over the flesh.” 

“The Red Woman,” Cole said. “The big bad wolf.” 

Henry King is taken aback. For the first time, he looks afraid. 

“You... you know of them?” 

“I dreamed of them,” Cole answered. “Them and some weird dog headed 
guy with a blue halo around his head.” 

“Lord Ixuitu,” Henry King said, amazed. “God of Unspeakable Lusts and 
Deep Regret. He is usually kind to us mere mortals, unless the moon is full, 
and he is consumed by his great lust.” 

Cole nodded. 

“Yeah, he spoke to me,” Cole added, “Well, in my dream.” 

The hairy stared at Cole in awe. 

“I'm not surprised,” the hairy man said now. “You wear his mark.” 

“Huh?” 

“Rabbits are scared to Lord Ixuitu,” King explained. “Rabbits are often 
portrayed as symbols of fertility in myths and legends around the world.” 

“This?” Cole asked, looking down at his pink shirt. “I just grabbed it from a 
donation box.” 

“Txunitu is subtle in his influence,” King explained. 

“Okay,” Cole said, not really taking King seriously. 

“What did our Lord say to you?” 

“Uh...” Cole began. But the dog-headed god's warning came back to haunt 
him. 


“He told me it was a secret between us,” Cole lied. 

Henry King nodded sagely. 

“Of course,” he said. “Lord Ixuitu's wisdom is only intended for the one he 
is speaking to. You have done well not sharing it with me.” 

Cole breathed a sigh of relief that the man believed him. 

“Wow, Madison is really giving it to Jason,” a familiar voice said. 

Henry King stepped aside revealing a teenage girl behind him. She was on 
her knees peeking through the trees at the clearing. 

“Ruth?” Cole said. 

The girl jumped up. 

“Hi Cole!” Ruth cried, excitedly. 

She rushed over and threw her arms around the boy. 

“Tt seems like forever, since I saw you,” Ruth said now. 

“Boy you sure grew up,” she said, her eyes drifting down to his crotch. “In 
more ways than one.” 

Her lips bent into a lewd smile. 

And now she tucked a few strands of hair behind an ear. 

Cole stared at his sister's friend. Ruth stood before him completely naked. 

She turned around bending over slightly, pushing her ass out so that it just 
barely touched his crotch 

Cole cock throbbed in want of the girl. 

“Ruth,” King warned. “He is not meant for you!” 

“But I'm horny,” Ruth protested. “And it looks like he really wants me.” 

“He is not meant for you!” King roared. 

Ruth scoffed. 

“Fine,” she said. Standing up, the girl stomped over to King. 

“But you'd better fuck me,” she scolded King. “Watching Madison going to 
town on Jason really turned me on.” 

King pinched the girl's butt. 

Ruth opened her mouth in exaggerated surprise, and then grabbed King's 
crotch squeezing his dick through his pants. 

King grunted in approval. 

Ruth grabbed the top of the man's pants and slowly pulled them down. 

“Cole,” King growled. “Before you go, if you run into any trouble during 
your escapades...” 

Ruth gasped in surprise, and then laughed in delight, as the man's massive 
penis lay exposed. It looks like a giant red snake. With an effort, Ruth lovingly 
lifted it with both hands and brought the tip to her mouth. 

“Just send that trouble my way,” King offered. “To my house in the woods.” 

Ruth stretched her lips wide like a snake, and swallowed the head of King's 
dick, in one big gulp. 

King sighed deeply as Ruth bobbed her head back and forth down the 
massive shaft. 

“One more thing, Cole,” King said now. “Say hi to your mom for me.” 

King's eyes glowed a sickly yellow again. 

Cole nodded and continued down the path. 

But a buzzing sound in the back of his mind prompted him to look back. 

He saw Ruth laying flat on her stomach. 

A giant wolf was on top of Ruth, taking the girl from behind. 

Ruth coughed, and then her mouth split open. 

Cole saw the wolf's blood red penis, spit out of her yawning mouth. 


The boy ran down the path, not daring to look back again. 


XIII. 
CHILDISH FANTASIES 


Teresa came home, and immediately headed to her bedroom. 

She was exhausted. 

It had been a long day. Who would have thought that helping out the 
church with their clothing drive would be so much work. Isn't Sunday 
supposed to be a day of rest? 

It was a question for another day. 

Still clutching the twenty bill that Pastor Tom had given her for her hard 
work, Teresa fell face first onto her mattress. 

Almost immediately she felt something wet and sticky splash on her face. 

She sat up and looked down. 

Her lips curled in disgust. 

It was her brother's jizz. 

Her eyes darted around the room. 

His sperm was all over the mattress, and he had also sprayed it all over the 
floor. 

“God damn it,” Teresa screamed. 

She ran out her room, and now pounded on his door! 

“Cole! Get your stupid ass out here, right now! You fucking asshole!” 

No answer. 

“Cole?” 

She opened the door to his room and peaked inside. 

He wasn't there, and it looked like his bed hadn't been slept in. 

Confessed. She stood in the hall. 

Then she remembered what she had seen last night, and now cautiously 
approached her mother's room. 

Teresa softly knocked on the door. She knew her mom was at work and 
wouldn't be home until late. But her brother might be in there. 

“Cole?” She cried, opening the door. 

But no, he was there either. 

Her anger returned. 

“Where are you, you little shit?!” She swore under her breath as she 
stormed back to her room. 

Passing the threshold, she winced. 

Teresa felt a stinging freezing pain on her cheek. 

With her finger she rubbed the offending skin and felt something sticky and 
gooey on her finger. 

The girl pulled her fingers close. 

Her brother's thick jizz dripped from the digits. 

Some of the other girls at school had told her that a boy's things smelled 
and tasted like old sweaty socks. 

Curiosity getting the better of her, Teresa sniffed the gooey stuff. 

To her surprise it smelled sweet, like cinnamon or mint. 

The smell tickled her nose, and without thinking she shoved the sperm into 
her mouth. 


It tasted so good! 

A sudden jolt ran through body, making her nipples now feel 
uncomfortably hard and sharp. 

She also felt very hot. 

The heat proved too much, and she quickly pulled her sweater off. The 
undershirt soon followed. 

Removing the clothes helped, but her nipples still hurt. 

And she suddenly felt very thirty. 

Swooning a little, she fell back onto the bed. 

But her thirst could not be denied. 

She dips her fingers in more of his seed, and then brings the forbidden fruit 
to her wanting lips. 

Another jolt rushes through her as the sweet cream pours down her throat. 

She whimpers as milk begin to drip from her nipples 

Teresa tongue darts across her lips. 

But the brief taste leaves her hungry for more. 

She smears both her hands with his cum. She brings her hands to mouth 
and now licks them clean. The taste of it leaves her drooling. As it hit her 
system, the cum make feel high and giddy. 

In her giddy state, Teresa stumbles upon a crazy idea. 

She scoops up more of his brother's jizz. With it still dripping from fingers, 
she shoves the stuff inside. 

Teresa screams, an ungodly amount. Her body trembles so much that she 
falls off the bed and onto the floor where she is left panting. 

“Oh my god,” Teresa cries, still panting. 

She giggles. 

But the thirst returns with a vengeance, and now her thoughts turn crude 
and depraved. 

First, she hikes up her short skirt, then wiggles out of her underwear 
exposing her bare ass and pussy underneath. 

On her hands and knees, now, Teresa laps up a pool of the thick white 
gooey substance on the floor. 

Licking it gives her low-grade buzz as a tingling sensation works its way 
through her system. 

She reaches out, dipping her finger into the stuff. She reaches back, 
smearing it all over her exposed pussy. 

Her eyes suddenly get round and wide. 

Teresa screams again and falls backwards against the bed. Her hips go 
crazy, furiously gyrating as if she is being fucked by a phantom dick from 
behind. 

The reaction is so violent, that it knocks her favorite stuffed animal, Izzy the 
bunny, off a bookshelf near the bed along with several of the books. 

Teresa continues to scream. Her hips have a mind of their own and 
continue to thrust back and forth in savage bursts. 

The orgasm that follows is mind blowing. She comes so hard that it hurts 
and leaves her feeling completely drained. 

She collapses onto the floor. 

Leaving, her face red with shame. 

Weakly, she reaches for the stuffed animal. 

Once she has hold of it, she hugs it close to her bosom. 


When she was still a little girl the animal was a source of comfort to her, 
Teresa was convinced that Izzy could talk. She was sure of it, because the 
bunny used to comfort her when her father would sneak into her room late at 
night and make her play with his very large penis. His dick did smell and taste 
like old sweaty socks. 

“Teresa,” Izzy said now. 

The girl looked down and saw a blue halo forming around the animal's 
head. 

“Tt will be okay.” It said, “But I warn you, do not go to school tomorrow. The 
Wolf aims to seduce you?” 

“Mr. King?” Teresa asked, yawning. She was half asleep and didn't know if 
this was just a dream. 

“He's not to be trusted,” Izzy stressed. “He's a predator, just like your 
father.” 

“I'm tired, Izzy,” Teresa said. “I'm not even sure what's happening.” 

“These are monsters in the woods, Teresa, who want to do unspeakable 
things to you. They have already seduced two of your friends away, and now 
they wear my mother's mark.” 

“Izzy,” Teresa said, her eyes drooping. “Will you protect me?” 

“T'll do my best,” the stuffed animal promised now. 

The animal puffed its chest out to make itself look bigger. 

The sight made Teresa laugh. 

“To protect both you and your brother.” 

“That's good.” 

Teresa hugged the animal close, and soon lightly snoozed next to him on 
the floor. 

“But my power is limited here,” Izzy confessed, its chest deflating. “And I 
fear that you and your brother will ultimately fall.” Tears poured from its black 
button eyes. “And I shall only know deep regret.” As the blue halo faded, Izzy 
became nothing more than a simple childhood toy again. 


XIV. 
TOTAL DESECRATION 


“Cole?” Jessica asked. “What are you doing here?” 

Cole stood on her porch. His crotch thrust forward, giving the girl an eyeful 
of what he had to offer. 

The girl didn't even notice. 

Instead, she took off her glasses and cleaned the lens with the bottom of her 
t-shirt, briefly exposing her flat midriff. 

“Is Bernie with you?” She asked now, putting her glasses back on and with a 
finger pushing them up the bridge of her nose. 

Jessica was a bean pole of a girl. Despite being a total nerd, she was on the 
swim team, and played basketball in the wintertime, so had a sleek athletic 
body. 

She stood before him now, wearing nothing more than a T-shirt and a pair 
of shorts. Jessica usually wore her long hair in a ponytail, but today, as she 
stood in the doorway, her dark hair hung down to her bony shoulder blades. 

“Is everything alright?” Jessica asked now. 

“Sorry,” Cole said. “I was thinking of something else.” 

And that was true, he was thinking about how tight her pussy probably was. 
Cole knew in his bones that the girl was still a virgin and couldn't wait to pop 
her cherry. 

Cole felt his penis starting to get hard, stretching his pajama bottoms. 

Down boy, Cole thought, we don't want to scare her off. 

“So what are you doing here?” She asked. 

“T just came over to hang out, watch some movies,” he began. 

“Bitchin,” she said. “But I thought you were hanging out with Bernie this 
weekend?” 

“We did what she wanted,” Cole said slyly. “She seems satisfied with that.” 

“Cool,” the girl cried, happily. “Come on in.” 

Cole followed her inside: drooling as he stared at her ass. It was big and 
thick, at odds with her skinny body. 

“T like your shirt,” Jessica said innocently. “I have one just like it. I didn't 
know they made it for boys too.” 

The door creaked shut behind them and Jessica locked it. 

“My mom tells me to keep the door locked when I'm home alone.” She 
informed him. 

“When is she coming home?” Cole asked. 

“Late,” Jessica answered. “She teaches school during the day and then 
works a shift at the restaurant to make some extra money. I don't know how 
she does it.” 

“My mom works there too,” Cole offered. “At the restaurant.” 

“Really?” Jessica said, confused. “Funny she never mentioned that to me.” 

She grabbed his hand and led him to the couch. Her touch was electric. 

“T'm actually glad, it's just you and me,” the girl said now. 

A big smile lit up Cole's face. 

Maybe this will be a lot easier than I thought, he thinks. 


She bit her bottom lip. 

Cole nearly blew load right then and there. Despite her rail thin body, Cole 
noticed that the girl had nice full lips that could give his mother a run for her 
money. 

“T want to tell you something,” she said finally. “I've been trying to work up 
the nerve to tell you since the beginning of the school year.” 

Cole scooted closer to her. That way it would be easier to grab her when the 
time was right. 

“I'm your sister,” Jessica said quietly. 

“What?” She had said it so quietly, that he wasn't sure he had heard her 
right. 

“I'm your sister,” she said, a little louder now, but Cole could hear the slight 
crack in her voice. “We have the same dad.” 

She cringed back a little from him, unsure of his reaction. 

He had a reaction, all right, as his cock throbbed, and began to get very 
hard. 

The girl gulped, pulling her legs close to her chest. 

“My mom told me about a year back,” she confessed now. “I begged her to 
move back here to the village.” 

“T see,” Cole said. He growled, but his growl was barely audible. 

The girl peaked over her knee caps. 

“Maybe Teresa, you and me, can hang out sometime.” Jessica suggested 
hopefully. “I'd like to get you know guys better.” 

“We can get to know each other right now,” Cole growled. 

He made his move, grabbing her legs and yanked her down onto the floor. 

“Cole!” The girl cried. “We can't!” 

But the moon was high, bathing the boy in its light. 

Down below, his erection was large and ready to rip out his pants. 

The girl shook her head as Cole joined her on the floor. 

“We can't,” she cried again. 

But the boy was in the thralls of rabid lust and the girl looked good enough 
to eat. 

Slobbering, he said: “You want it, you want my dick so bad it hurts.” 

The girl winced. 

“Please,” she cried. 

Still slobbering, Cole grabbed her shorts and pulled them down along with 
her underwear. 

Her sex exposed, it smelled sweet and dripped wet. And to his delight, the 
boy saw that she was hairless down there. 

Overwhelmed by her scent, Cole buried his face into her hairless crotch. 

His tongue lashed out. 

The girl gasped, as the tongue wiggled and wormed its way into the 
intimate folds of her sex. 

He continued to lick. 

She whimpered and squirmed as Cole lavished attention on her clit. 

The girl gulped as Cole pulled away. 

Her juices dripped from his chin. 

“Beg me for it,” Cole snarled. 

Jessica winced and shook her head again. 

“No one has to know but us,” Cole cooed. 

His erection tented large his pants. 


Jessica winced, clenching her teeth. 

The boy pulled down his pants, exposing his monstrous erection. Thick pre- 
cum dripped from the tip. 

“Look at me,” he told the girl. 

Jessica opened her eyes, but had to blink several times, to make sure she 
wasn't dreaming. 

“So big,” she cried in a hushed whisper. 

Her face blushed red in shame. 

“It will feel so good,” he told her now. 

And to prove his point, he grabbed the shaft, and now rubbed the bulbous 
tip against her wet pussy lips. 

The girl whimpered. Her voice shivery with desire. 

“Put it in, please,” she begs. “I want it so bad.” 

The boy takes her then, right there on the floor. 

Jessica is so wet, that Cole's large penis slips right in. 

She is a virgin, just like he thought, and the iron smell of her stolen 
innocence now fills the air. 

The loss just makes the girl more determined. Her body aches for him. The 
girl's hips slither underneath him trying to pull him in deeper. But he is as 
deep as he can go, and the cockhead is firmly pressed against her womb. 

But now that is inside of her, his big dick throbs and she can feel it get 
getting bigger. 

Suddenly, he erupts inside of her. 

The rush catches her off guard and makes her jump. 

But this does little, to satisfy her lust. 

The boy is still erect. 

“Oh yeah,” Cole snarls. 

He began thrusting back and forth inside her. 

The girl laps it up. Her body still aches painfully for him, and his massive 
cock makes her feel so good. 

“This is so wrong,” she says. Her lips speaking her true feelings. 
Nonetheless, her body will not let her stop. 

“When you come,” he tells her now. “You will become completely addicted 
to my cock, understand, and your pussy won't be able to get enough.” 

The girl tried to resist this command; it was a futile effort. She is already 
doomed. Cole begins to pound his big dick inside her. He is doing her hard 
and fast, not giving her a moment's rest. 

The insane pace breaks her resistance. Jessica cried out. 

He just felt so good. 

Her cries reached a crescendo, as her legs and hips shook. 

Any second now, she was going to burst. 

“No, no,” she cried, desperately holding onto her sanity. 

But the boy knows she is close to the edge and decides to utterly ruin her. 

Cole slammed into her hard, so hard that her pussy couldn't take it 
anymore, and now it squirted all over him. 

Cole pulled out of her, his big dick dripping with her love. 

Her moans carry her through the climactic moment. 

Cole sat back against the couch. 

The moon briefly disappears behind a cloud, casting the room into 
darkness. 


In the dark, the girl moans, as another orgasm rocks her body, making her 
cum again. The pleasure twists her mind, she can't stop thinking about him, 
and his amazing dick. 

Moonlight returns and with it rabid lust. 

The girl sits up, her eyes are wide and wild. 

“More,” she snarls. 

Cole holds out his dick. 

“Suck it, first.” 

The girl sighs. She licks her lips, hungry for a taste. 

She crawls over to him. Soon her full hungry lips are wrapped around the 
shaft. The girl takes him, swallowing him deep. 

Cole growls in approval. He lightly thrusts his hips, shoving his big dick 
down her throat. 

Amazingly, she takes it all without complaint. 

Cole notes, blasphemously, that she is even better than his mom. 

The boy grits his teeth, and then unleashes a torrent inside her mouth. 

The girl chugs it all down, and then drags her lips slowly back up his shaft, 
until she is free. 

She sticks out her tongue, showing off the large load of sperm collected 
there, which now drips onto her shirt. 

Cole wants her bad, but not in the living room. 

He suspects that she wants him too, as her upper lip can't stop twitching. 

“T want your dick,” she snarls, confirming his suspicions. “Give it to me, 
please.” 

A cruel smile lights up his face in response. 

“Take off your shirt,” he tells the girl now. 

In response, she tears her shirt open. 

Now Cole is reminded that she doesn't have much to offer him there. 

But he thinks crudely. I can fix that. 

“Let's go to your room,” he tells her, as he stands. “I want to fuck you in 
your bed.” 

With her mouth still twitching, Jessica grabs the boy's hand and leads him 
to her bedroom. 

Once there, Jessica is all over the boy. Her kisses are tender and sweet. But 
she has grabbed the boy's big cock and crudely strokes him off. 

Cole grabs the girl by her ass and tells her to get onto the bed. 

With a big smile lighting up her face, Jessica jumps on the bed and spreads 
her long legs wide. 

The boy takes the opportunity to strip, and once naked, gets on the bed 
with her. He is already hard, and fully erect. 

“Get on your stomach,” he growls. “I want to do you from behind.” 

The girl looks up at him confused. She is still too innocent to understand. 
Nevertheless, she rolls onto her stomach. 

Now the boy has her exactly where he wants her. He grabs her by the curve 
of her hips and pulls her back. 

Her ass is perfect, and Cole grabs her cheeks, and spreads them open 
exposing her pink little slit. 

His erection slides right in. He lets go of her cheeks and they slap back into 
place. 

“Oh god,” Jessica cries underneath him. “It feels so heavy.” 

Then she screams. 


Cole slams into her. 

He is not gentle. His thrusts are hard, fast and unrelenting. 

“More,” the girl howls. “More!” 

The mattress springs sing underneath them as the bed bounces in tune with 
their violent pleasure. 

Cole couldn't be happier. He has everything a boy could want. He has 
pussy, good pussy, and her ass ripples every time he slams into her. 

And he sees no reason to stop now. 

He fucks her even harder now. 

Jessica howls, but her cunt squeezes him tight, refusing to let him go. 

Suddenly he grabs her tight and pulls her back. 

This sudden change of pace makes the girl yelp. 

The boy buries his cock deep inside the girl's tight cunt. 

With a roar he erupts inside of her, the mess spilling all over her pussy lips 
and then drips onto the bed sheets underneath them. 

Cole pulls his giant dick out and blows another load after all over her back 
and ass. 

Jessica lips pull back into a dreamy smile. The girl feels elated to have been 
used as nothing more than plaything to him. 

But the boy isn't done playing with her yet. 

Cole leans back, and now reaches out for her again. 

He grabs Jessica by her long hair and pulls her into his lap. 

The girl looks weary and worn out but comes alive when the boy begins 
thrusting into her again. 

Shivering, she moans as he continued to pump underneath her, abusing her 
cunt. 

The boy's actions are slow and deliberate. He wants the girl to feel every 
inch, ever thick vein and the full weight of his big cock. 

“Oh god,” she moans in response. 

The boy slows to a snail's pace. 

“Why, why did you stop?” Jessica cries, alarmed. 

Cole holds out his hands, in the front of chest. 

“Fill them up,” he tells her. 

The girl screams as the skin on her chest stretches. Soon breasts form from 
the outstretched skin and grow filling the boy's hands. 

An orgasm follows, making the girl's toes curl. 

Jessica let out a deep sigh. 

Then she yelps as the boy begins fucking hard and fast. She squirms on top 
of him. His dick is both wonderful and painful, as it tortures her with the 
pleasure of their forbidden love. 

The boy grabs her around the waist. 

He shoves in as deep as he can go, and then explodes inside of her, 
drowning her hungry cunt in in a torrent of his seed. 

On top of him, Jessica lets out a shivery moan of satisfaction. 

She can feel his thick cum running down her legs, and she loves the 
sensation. For fleeting moments, it’s all she needs. 

Suddenly, Cole sits up and shoves her onto the bed. 

Jessica quickly spreads her legs open, offering him her cunt. It gushes wet 
for him, hungry again. 

She wants him so bad; it hurts. 

But he denies her the relief that comes from his big fat cock. 


Instead, the boy pushes her tits together and shoves that big fat dick in- 
between the cleavage. 

The new boobs feel strange and alien to the girl. She is used to tiny little 
breasts, not these obscenely large tits. 

But the boy's touch makes her whimper. With his thumbs he rubs her 
nipples making her body tremble. 

Cole snarls as he fucks her tits. 

The girl is afraid to look at him. He is like an animal. But the love of his 
cock makes her stay. 

His cock feels even heavier on her chest. 

The shaft is so long that the large round head rests just below her eyes. 

Jessica reaches up. 

With both hands, she strokes his shaft. 

Cole growls in approval. 

He continues to fuck her tits. 

Soon the combination of her tits and the rough touch of her dainty hands 
sends the boy over the edge. 

The cock head spits in the girl's eye. 

She is able to close her eyes just in time, but his seed splashes all over her 
face, then drips down her neck, finally coming to rest all over her chest. The 
girl shivers, his cum always feels ice cold. 

Cole pulls away. 

Only for him to shove his dick deep inside her slit. 

She cries out. 

But he ignores her cry. 

His cock is hungry for her again, and her pussy is happy to be feed. 

Her long legs wrap around him, as he rapidly pumps into her. 

The boy soon brings himself to the point of release. 

He fills her up again, ruining her for any other man. 

Cole had claimed the girl as his, and his alone. 

She wears his cum, with pride, as if it were finest of pearls. 

“More,” she whimpers, while at the same time reaching out for him. 

“Sleep,” he tells her. 

Her head rolls back, and soon she falls fast asleep. 

His sharp ears now pick up someone approaching the front door. 

By the smell, it's a woman. 

Cole sits up, ready to greet this new conquest. 

He gets excited, as the lock turns. 

His heart races, as she climbs up the steps. 

His erection is large and fearsome, as she opens the door. 

The woman gasps seeing the boy sitting naked on the bed 

“Hello, Mrs. Spencer,” Cole says standing up. 

The woman's eyes go wide, as his very large penis throbs. 

The boy looks so much like his father it's uncanny, and now Kimberly 
Spencer feels a painful longing between her legs. 

“Your daughter was a good appetizer,” the boy tells her. 

Kimberly seethes with jealousy. 

Her much younger and prettier daughter had that big dick inside of her. 

That little bitch, she thinks now. 

But wait, Kimberly thinks. Wasn't her daughter a lesbian, and had no 
interest in men whatsoever? 


The boy, meanwhile, narrows the gap between them. 

“But I prefer older women,” he tells her now. “They usually know how to 
fuck.” 

He draws closer, and she backs away. She realizes too late that the boy has 
backed her into a corner. 

“You have such a nice body,” the boy says now. “Nice Big tits, and a juicy 
ass. Just what I like.” 

He sniffs the air and looks at her again. He begins to drool. 

“It's been a long time since that pussy has been fed,” he purrs. “It's so 
hungry, isn't it?” 

Before she knows what's happening, Kimberly nods. 

“I bet I know just how you like it,” the boy smiles. It is not a kind smile. 
“Pushed up against the wall, getting fucked as hard as you can” 

Kimberly gulps. 

That's exactly how she and the boy's father, Ken, used to do it. How could 
he possibly know that? 

As if reading her mind, he answers: “Just like my mother.” 

She gulps again. 

The boy is almost on top of her. 

“Turn around,” he suggests. 

His wish is her command. 

Kimberly can feel the boy's big heavy dick resting on her ass and running 
up her back. 

Kimberly sighs. 

“T can smell how wet you are,” he tells her now. “Your pussy is so hungry for 
my big teenage cock.” 

“Yes,” the older woman mews. 

He grabs her by her grayish-brown hair and now pulls her up. 

The boy kisses the nape of her neck and squeezes her tits. 

“These are nice,” he tells her. She can feel his hot breath on her neck. She 
aches for him. She is so wet that she rubs her legs together, hoping that the 
friction will offer her some relief. It doesn't, it just makes her more horny. 

The boy continues to squeeze her tits. 

“T want to fuck your tits,” he snarls, spinning her around, so that she faces 
him. 

She gulps for a third time. 

The boy's eyes are large and wild. They glow hypnotically in the moonlight. 
He opens his yawning mouth, releasing his long dog-like tongue, making him 
look more beast than man. 

Still the woman wants him bad. 

His clawed hands reach out and rip her blouse open, spilling shirt buttons 
all over the floor. 

Suddenly, the boy howls, and throws his hands up to protect himself. 

Still howling, he continues to back away. 

He soon turns tail and runs screaming out of the house. 

Kimberly shakes her head. 

Her mind begins to clear. 

She squeezes the small silver dream catcher around her neck. 

From the bed, her daughter moans, loudly. 

Kimberly goes to her. 


But is horrified by the ruined girl on the bed. Jessica is covered from head 
to toe in the boy's cum bleaching her brown skin white. And her pussy 
continues to spit out a steady stream of the boy's seed. 

Jessica moans again. 

“Come on, honey,” Kimberly said now, helping her daughter out of the bed. 
“Put your arm around me.” 

The girl does so. 

Kimberly leads her daughter to the shower down the hall. 

She turns on the water and once it is warm, tells her daughter to get in. 

The girl moans as the baptism cleanses her body of sin. 

Her mother turns off the water and then helps the girl out, wrapping a 
towel around her naked body. 

The girl shivers, and her mother can't help but think how young her 
daughter looks right now. 

Still so much a girl, she thinks. 

“Is Cole here?” Jessica asks. 

“Um, he had to go away for a little bit,” Kimberly tells her daughter. 

“Is he coming back?” The girl asks, her upper lip twitching. 

“Let's get you dressed,” her mom tells her now. 

“But I need him,” the girl hissed. 

“T know, I know,” her mother said, leading her daughter back to her room. 

Jessica lets the towel slip as they enter. 

“T love the way he fucked me,” the girl confesses. “It was so savage. I 
couldn't get enough.” 

“He left you something,” Kimberly says now. “Here put these on and then 
you can have it.” 

The girl is giddy with excitement and quickly puts on the offered shirt and 
boxer shorts. 

Kimberly sees now that her daughter's breasts are large and stretch out the 
fabric of the shirt. 

“Did he do this to you,” she asks, pointing at her daughter's chest. 

“Oh yeah,” her daughter answers, licking her lips. “They're so sensitive.” 

The girl's lips pull back in a snarl. 

“Now give me what Cole gave you,” she growls, baring her teeth. “It's mine.” 

“Here,” her mother offers, the dream catcher necklace dangles from her 
fingertips. 

The girl raises a hand, shielding her face, and turns her head away. 

“Take it away,” the girl cries. “It hurts!” 

Seeing that her daughter is distracted, Kimberly drapes the necklace 
around the girl. 

The effect is immediate. The girl staggers back. 

“Here,” Kimberly offers her daughter, “why don't rest in your comfy chair.” 

The girl collapses into the chair. 

“Do you feel better?” Kimberly asks. 

“Yes,” the girl said. “It was like I was in a dream.” 

“I know, sweetheart,” her mother says gently. 

Kimberly stands and grabs a blanket from the girl’s closet. She returns and 
spreads it over her little girl. The blanket is decorated by a field of rabbits. 
The blanket is one of her daughter’s favorites. 

“Make sure you wear that necklace all the time,” her mother tells her. “It's 
for your protection.” 


Weary, the girl nods, and soon falls fast asleep. 

Kimberly kisses her daughter on the forehead. 

She showers and finishes cleaning up. Then she makes a call, a call that she 
prayed she would never have to make. 


XV. 
THE ONCOMING STORM 


“Yeah, what do you want? I'm trying to get drunk.” 

“Oh please, Felix,” Kimberly said. “When are you not three sheets to the 
wind?” 

“Kim?” Felix said into the phone. “It's been a long time. But you didn't just 
call me out of the blue because you're lonely, did you?” 

“No,” Kimberly admitted. “I called about Ken's son, Cole.” 

“Cole?” Felix said. “I don't believe it.” 

Kimberly heard the man call his cousin, now. 

“Hey idiot,” the man said. “Did Cole come over recently?” 

“Cole,” Kimberly heard Bernie say, dreamily. 

“Oh yeah,” Felix said, “He totally fucked Bernie. Doesn't look like she's any 
worse for wear though. What about your kid?” 

“Jessica is alright, physically,” Kimberly told the man. “Not sure about 
mentally though. The boy had a necklace, Felix! Just like Ken.” 

“A necklace?!” 

“Tt wasn't a rabbit, though,” she said, trying to remember. “It looked like a 
snake...” 

“A snake sucking itself off,” the man answered. 

“Yeah, and I think he had sex with his mom, too,” the woman said now. 

“Christ,” Felix said. “Hey dummy! I'm out of beer, get me another one!” 

“Get it yourself, jackass!” Bernie screamed back. 

“Damn women,” Felix said. 

“So what do we do?” Kimberly asked. “About the boy and the necklace.” 

The man sighed, annoyed. 

“Jesus,” Felix said now. “Why did this shit have to happen now? I'm 
swamped at work, bills are piling up, this isn't a good time.” 

“Old Nathan chose you,” Kimberly reminded him. “To carry on.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Felix said, dismissively. “God only knows why. Okay look, I'll 
go talk to Beth tomorrow, see what's going on.” 

“T need another dreamcatcher necklace,” Kimberly said. “I gave mine to my 
daughter, to break whatever spell the boy had put her under.” 

“Maybe Old Nathan should have chosen you,” the man said now. “It seems 
like you actually have your shit together.” 

“Not really,” Kimberly laughed bitterly. “I'm a single mom working two jobs 
just to keep a roof over our head. I'm exhausted and haven't had sex in years.” 

Oh, so you want to compare miserable lives, eh, Felix thinks. Okay, bitch, 
I'm game. 

“It's not like I have it any easier,” he admitted. “Do you know how hard it is 
to be an alcoholic working a steady job and raising a teenage girl?” 

“Yeah, I do actually,” Kimberly admitted. 

The man frowned, defeated. 

“You're the man here, Felix,” Kimberly scolded him. “So go do something 
about it. Let me know if I can help.” 

The woman hung up. 


Felix frowned again as he hung up the phone. 

“Damn it,” Felix cursed under his breath. “Why couldn't this shit have 
waited until I was worm food.” 

He picked up his beer can and slung it back, forgetting the can was empty. 

“Fuck!” He screamed, crushing the can in his fist. 

He saw Bernie on her stomach watching some stupid girly show on TV. 

“Hey dummy!” 

“I'm not getting you more beer, asshole,” she screamed over her shoulder. 
“You've already had enough!” 

“No, come here for a second, kid,” Felix said quietly. 

Bernie looked up at her cousin strangely, then got up and went over to him. 

“What's up, Felix,” she asked. “Do you need me to get the bucket?” 

“No, it's not that,” Felix said. But he suddenly felt a sharp pain in his gut. 
“Actually, maybe you should get the bucket.” 

The girl ran into the kitchen, and quickly returned with a plastic bucket, 
setting it in-between his feet. In the five years that Bernie had lived with him, 
she had done this so many times that she could practically do it in her sleep. 

“You're too good to me, kid,” Felix said. 

“I just don't want to clean up your puke off the floor,” Bernie hissed. “We 
both know you're not going to do it.” 

Felix laughed; she knew him too well. 

“So, what do you want?” She asked him now. “I'm missing my show.” 

Felix reached into his pocket and now pulled out a silver dreamcatcher 
necklace. 

“I wanted to give you this,” he said, holding up the dreamcatcher necklace. 

At the sight of it, the girl held up her hand and turned her head away. 

“Take it away,” Bernie wailed. 

“Bernadette,” Felix said, his voice commanding. “Look at me.” 

The girl looked. She flinches at the sight of the necklace and its 
dreamcatcher pendant. 

“Put this on,” he told her. “It's a gift from Cole.” 

“Cole,” she said, smiling dreamily. 

She reached out and slipped on the necklace. 

Felix watches as his cousin blinks several times and shakes her head. 

“What... What happened?” She asked. “It's like I just woke up from some 
crazy dream.” 

Felix nods. 

“Why don't you go back and watch your stupid girly show,” he said. 

“Whatever, jackass,” She answers. 

She stomps back into the living room, and lays on her stomach again. 

“Oh, just so you know, Cole and I watched that porno you like with that girl 
that looks like me.” 

The girl laughs. 

“T told you not to touch my stuff,” he screams at her. “Bitch.” 

Bernie laughs again. 

“Damn women,” he says and gets up. He grabbed a six pack from the fridge 
and sat at the kitchen table. He wanted to make sure he got sloppy drunk, 
knowing, sagely, that would be the only way he'd get any sleep tonight. 


XVI. 
GROWN-UP SEX 


“Izzy...,” Teresa cried. 

The stuffed rabbit loomed large over her. But it had changed from a 
harmless children's toy into a big brutish animal. The creature is heavily 
muscled and as it nears, Teresa can see that her stuffed animal has an 
enormous penis. 

The girl's eyes widen. A large cluster of white stuffing spits from the cock 
head. 

“Izzy,” Teresa cries again, scooting back. 

The beast climbs onto top of her. 

Teresa tries to push him off, but he is too heavy. 

The stitching around its mouth tears open, and a long dog-like tongue 
pours from the gaping wound. That tongue lashes out, slapping her big breasts 
and then lovingly traces the curves of her body. 

The girl squirms underneath him, as the rabbit continues to molest her. 

The rabbit sits up. 

More stuffing now spits from the cock head. 

With his clawed hands he pushes her ample tits together and slides his 
giant penis in-between her cleavage. At the same time, he continues to slobber 
all over her. Her body is a feast to him. 

Teresa whimpers at his hungry attention. 

But soon, the girl notices thick black fur poking through the rabbit's soft 
white chest. 

Izzy begins to growl as he increases his pace. But his growls sound strangely 
muffled. 

Teresa whimpers, as she starts to enjoy the weight and friction of his cock, 
as it worms its way between her breasts. 

Izzy black button eyes now glow a sickly yellow as more black fur sprouts 
from its body. 

Soon Teresa feels Izzy's cock begin to throb. The brutal sensation of it 
against her breasts makes Teresa moan. 

Izzy fucks her tits even faster now, trying to get himself off. He howls, and 
thick white stuffing pours from his cock spreading all over her chest. 

“Oh Izzy,” the girl cries. 

She reaches up, needing to hold him now, wanting to be close to him after 
what they just did. 

But the girl's hands recoils back as she touches coarse fur. 

She looks up at Izzy, and now screams. 

A large wolf with glowing sickly eyes stairs back at her. Izzy's rabbit skin 
hangs in tattered ruins around the wolf's massive body. 

The wolf begins to pant, it's long dog-like tongue rolls out of its yawning 
mouth. 

Afraid, Teresa tries to get up. 

But the wolf puts a clawed hand on her chest, easily pinning her onto the 
floor. 


It starts to lick her again. Starting at her belly and working its way down to 
her crotch. 

Teresa's body jumps as she feels the wolf's rough wet tongue worm its way 
into her cunt. Soon she whimpers as she feels it deep in her pussy licking her 
from the inside out. 

But the pleasure is fleeting as the beast pulls its tongue out, leaving her wet, 
panting and very horny. 

“Why did you stop?” She cries. 

The wolf's black lips pull back into a hideous cruel grin. 

Its tongue wags again, licking her face. 

“Now you have something to look forward to at school tomorrow,” it says. 

Teresa jolts awake. 

She sees Izzy, her favorite toy, has been torn to shreds. It's stuffing all over 
the floor. 

“What?!” the girl cries 

The girl looks down at her hands. They are covered in the white cotton of 
the animal's insides. 

But the shock of it is soon forgotten, as she now hears her mother moaning 
down the hall. 

The sound reminds Teresa of how horny and wet she still is. 

She gets up from the floor, and as if in trance, walks down the hall. 

The girl shivers as a chill runs up her spine, making her notice that she is 
still naked. 

But the moaning from her mother's bedroom is a siren call summoning the 
girl to draw near, heedless of the danger. 

Teresa peaks into the bedroom. 

There in the dark, she sees her mother naked. Her upper body hangs off the 
edge of the mattress. 

The older woman cries out in the darkness. 

Teresa takes a chance, and opens the door a little wider, so she can get a 
better look inside. 

Now the girl sees the whole obscene picture laid out before her. 

Her brother is hunched over the older woman. He savagely pumps into her, 
his large testicles slapping against her pussy lips, as he is balls deep inside. 

In the sickly yellow light of the hallway, Teresa sees the boy in all his glory. 
His tall muscular body makes her swoon a little. She no longer sees Cole as her 
brother but as a man, a very sexy man who is strong and powerful. 

The girl blushes at the sight, wanting him, needing to feel his manhood 
deep inside of her. 

Teresa rubs her legs together, watching as he continues to savagely fuck the 
older woman. 

And in the heat of the moment, she feels a deep seething jealously towards 
her mother. 

Suddenly, boy and woman cry out. He comes inside of her, but there is so 
much that her pussy retches and coats his long shaft white with his own seed. 

He pulls out. 

Teresa gasps at the sight of his penis. 

It drips with a frothy mixture of her juices mixed with his cum. And it's so 
big, it's almost unbelievable that it fits all the way into her cunt. 

Her brother leans back against the headboard. His big dick is still erect and 
still pointed at her crotch. 


The older woman sits up. 

Teresa hears her mother laugh girlishly and then watches as the woman 
rubs her stomach. 

“You were in my womb again,” she tells him. 

The older woman's eyes drift toward his erection. 

“Oh Cole,” she says now, as if in a trance. “I'm so thirsty.” 

Cole grabs his shaft and holds it out for her. 

She accepts his offer, grabbing the shaft of his penis, and directing it to her 
mouth. 

Her big ass now faces the door, and Teresa can see her brother's cum still 
dripping from her pussy. 

Loud slurping sounds follow. 

They are almost deafening to Teresa's ears. 

But as the slurping continues, the girl's mind becomes plagued with 
deranged and perverted thoughts. 

The girl thinks of ways to somehow take her mother's place. 

Maybe she could hit the woman over the head, tie her up, and stuff her into 
the closet. Then slither into his bed and let him fuck her brains out. Maybe 
she even makes her mother watch... 

The slurping sound continues, and Teresa can no longer stand it. 

Teresa drops to the floor, leaning against the wall, and now spreads her 
legs. 

Her left-hand slithers to her crotch. With her right, she grabs one of her 
breasts, squeezing it. 

She rubs herself raw, quickly bringing herself to the heights of ecstasy. But 
it's not enough. She can't stop and soon brings herself to another shrieking 
orgasm. As the climax passes, she is left panting and shaking. 

The girl peeks into the bedroom again. 

Teresa sees that her mother and brother have now switched places. He is 
behind the woman. His large hands lightly rest on her curvy hips. Their 
mother whimpers as she crudely debases herself. She thrusts back and forth, 
getting herself off on his big dick. 

Teresa’s heart races watching them again. Her nipples feel hard and sharp. 
Her cunt drips wet. 

Her brother abruptly turns his head. 

He is looking right at her! 

Teresa's face burns red in embarrassment. She is suddenly reminded that 
she is very naked. 

His lips pull back into a hideous grin, as he continues to stare. 

For a brief moment, Teresa sees his eye glow a sickly yellow! 

It's enough to freak her out, breaking whatever spell she is under. 

She tries to stand, but her athletic legs are weak and shaky, so she ends up 
crawling down the hall and back to the room. 

Once there, she locks her bedroom door and hides under her bed. 

But Teresa cannot escape her mother's loud pleasurable moans that 
hauntingly drift down the hall. 


XVII. 
DIRTY TALK 


“Teresa!” Her mother screamed, knocking on the door. “How many times 
have I told you not to lock this door! Do you have a boy in there?!” 

Teresa awoke hitting her head on the box spring. 

She crawled out from under the bed and went to the door. 

The girl looked down and saw that she was naked and quickly tried to find 
something to wear. 

“Teresa!” Her mother screamed again. “Get up, it's time for school!” 

“Just a second,” Teresa screamed back. 

Dressed now, in a T-shirt and shorts, Teresa unlocked and opened the door. 

She was shocked by her mother's appearance. 

The woman looked even younger now, almost like a teenager. Her 
cheekbones were prominent, and the rest of her looked incredibly skinny. 

Like a drug addict, Teresa thought. 

But her breasts and butt were still very big. 

Just the way he likes it, Teresa thought. 

The woman had haphazardly thrown on a robe, but her cleavage was on full 
display. 

“What?!” 

Teresa realized she had been staring, and quickly looked away. She saw 
Izzy, still torn up on the floor. That reminded her of what he had told her last 
night. 

“I'm not feeling well,” the girl said now. “I don't think I can go to school 
today.” 

A look of concern briefly flashed across the older woman's face. The look 
quickly faded. 

“No, I need you to go to school today,” she said, coldly. 

“But mom,” Teresa cried. “This is the first time I've asked to stay home all 
year.” 

That was true. Unlike her brother, Teresa rarely if ever missed school. 

The woman shook her head. 

“Your brother and I have some things to do around the house,” her mother 
said now. 

Like fucking, Teresa almost said out loud. 

As if reading her mind, the older woman flashed her daughter a coy smile. 

“He'll be at school later today,” she said, the smile dropping from her face. 
“So, get ready for school. And when you get home, I want you to clean your 
room.” 

“Fine,” the girl cried. 

Satisfied her mom left her alone to get ready. 

Momentarily defeated, new plans formed in her mind. 

I'll pretend to go to school, she thought. But hide in the woods. I'll pack a 
lunch, grab my Romance novel, and just have a nice picnic in the woods until 
it's time to go home. It will be fun. 

She looked at Izzy again. 

I'll bring my sewing kit, she thinks, And fix Izzy too. 


She looked through the heap of clothes in her closet, trying to decide what 
to wear. 

“He likes red,” a voice growled from the back of her head. 

“Hello,” she called out into the empty room. 

There was no answer. 

But it spooked her enough that a chill ran up her spine. 

She quickly gathered up some clothes and headed towards the bathroom. 

Her brother, fresh from the shower, stepped out into the hallway, wearing 
nothing more than a blue towel around his waist. 

Teresa gulped. 

He looked even sexier than last night. 

He was still a little wet from the shower, and beads of water ran down his 
muscular physique. Despite his muscles, Teresa notice that he was also very 
skinny, and his cheekbones also stood out on his face. 

Her eyes drifted down to his crotch, and she saw the tip of cock poking out 
just underneath where the towel ended. 

Teresa gulped again. 

“What?!” He barked. His voice was deep, sounding almost like a growl. 

“Uh... nothing,” Teresa cried, pushing past him and rushing into the 
bathroom. 

She slammed the door shut behind her. 


xx * 


Teresa slung her backpack over her shoulder and headed toward the front 
door. 

Behind her, she could hear her brother and her mother loudly having sex, 
like animals. They weren't even trying to hide it anymore. 

Disgusted, Teresa threw door open and jumped back. 

“Hi.” 

“Madison?!” 

Teresa stared at the other girl in complete shock. Her friend was dressed all 
in red: red sweater, red dress, red stockings, even a red hairband decorated 
her dark hair. 

“Omigod,” Madison cried. “We're twins!” 

“Huh?” Teresa said, still shocked. 

“You're dressed just like me,” Madison said, flashing her friend a wide 
toothy grin. 

Teresa looked. It was true! She could have sworn that she had dressed all in 
white today. But no, she was dressed exactly the same as Madison, right down 
to the red stockings that covered her legs. 

“Great minds think alike,” Madison said, laughing. 

Her mother and brother suddenly got louder down the hall. 

“Omigod,” the other girl laughed. “Sounds like your mom is having a really 
good time.” 

Yeah, Teresa though, Cole is fucking her brains out. 

To the girl she said: “Yeah, she got a new boyfriend.” 

“Bitchin', Madison cried. “Let's walk to school together. Like we used to.” 

“Um,” Teresa hesitated, wanting nothing more than to run away and hide in 
the woods. 


“Oh come on,” Madison said, grabbing her friend's hand. “I have so much 
to tell you.” 

And with a strength that belied her tiny frame, Madison yanked Teresa off 
her feet and dragged her down the path to school. 

Madison let her go, as they passed the point of no return. 

“T can't believe it, Teresa,” Madison cried. “It's like I'm living in some kind 
of fairy tale.” 

“Uh huh,” Teresa responded. She looked over her shoulder and saw the 
forest clearing where she had planned to spend the day disappear into the 
distance. 

“Jason and I couldn't keep our hands off each other,” Madison continued, 
lost in her own little world. “We made love for hours.” 

“Great,” Teresa said. “Everyone is having sex but me.” 

Shit! Teresa thought, did I just say that out loud? 

“Aren't you happy for me,” Madison cried. 

“Sorry,” Teresa answered. “My mom's new boyfriend is making things 
difficult for me.” 

“Is he cute?” She asked. 

“Um,” Teresa began. Her face was blushing. 

“Omigod,” Madison said, laughing again. “He is, and you totally want to 
fuck him.” 

“No, I don't,” Teresa protested. 

Madison held up her hands in surrender. 

“Don't worry,” Madison said, squeezing Teresa's hand. “I'm sure you'll find 
somebody. What about that Adam guy? He's cute.” 

Teresa shook her head. 

“No,” Teresa said. “He didn't really measure up.” 

Madison laughed. 

“Savage.” Madison giggled. 

“So you and Jason are together, again?” Teresa asked. 

“Oh yeah,” Madison said. “It's like we were never apart. He wants to marry 
after we graduate high school.” 

“That's a big step,” Teresa pointed out. “Are you sure?” 

“He's the only one I've ever wanted,” Madison answered. “Plus, his parents 
are letting me stay with them.” 

“What?” 

“Jason asked them,” the girl explained. “Because of my uncle. I share a 
room with his sister.” 

Teresa nodded, but then her back straightened as a chill ran up her spine. 
She felt something wiggling in her backpack. It wasn't subtle either, she felt it 
pushing against the waterproof fabric. 

“She's nice though,” Madison continued. “She kind of reminds me of you, 
really shy and awkward, especially around boys, and just like you she is easily 
embarrassed.” 

Teresa wants badly to look inside the backpack. 

Whatever was inside now jumped at the latch, trying to get out. 

Teresa took the backpack off and now hugged it close to her chest. 

The thing inside the backpack wiggled in her gasp, vibrating against her 
breasts. 

“Of course,” Madison continued, not even noticing, “Jason and I sneak off 
and do it whenever we can. And let me tell you he does measure up.” 


Madison laughed. Then look over her shoulder at Teresa. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Just have to go to the bathroom,” Teresa said, still holding her pack. The 
thing in her backpack had gotten bigger. 

“Number one or two?” Madison asked. 

“Two,” Teresa lied. 

“Gross,” Madison said. 

“You go ahead,” Teresa said. “It might be a while.” 

“I'm not going to abandon you,” Madison said seriously. “Haven't you heard 
there are evil spirits in these woods.” 

Teresa was bent over, clutching the backpack tight. 

The thing in her backpack had renewed it's assault on the latch trying to 
break it. 

“Tell me about it,” Teresa cried. “I really got to go.” 

“Gross,” Madison repeated, looking disgusted. “I'll wait for you at the bench 
up the trail.” 

The girl started to walk away but called over her shoulder: “Make sure not 
to use any poison oak to wipe your butt.” 

As soon as Madison was out of sight, Teresa ran behind a tree. She now 
stands on a sandy shore with a raging river roaring in front of her. The girl 
slowly opens the backpack. Hoping against hope that a mouse or a rat had just 
crawled into the bag. She opened the latch and braced herself for the 
revelation waiting inside. 

In the place of Izzy is a strange dildo-like creature about the size of a large 
rat. It roamed the bottom of the bag on tiny legs. From its bulbous head thick, 
white goo spewed all over her lunch bag, Romance novel, and her sewing kit. 

Teresa wasn't sure what to make of it. 

Its body was long, thick, and veiny. It was skin colored at first, but soon the 
color changed to a blood red. She watched it, as if in a trance, make another 
circle around the bag. 

Abruptly it turned its bulbous head. There was a tiny slit, in the center of 
the head, that looked like a mouth. The slit widened and now spat out the 
strange white goo. Some of the goo hit Teresa on her bottom lip. 

It burned slightly. 

Instinctively, her tongue darts out, tasting the goo that had collected there: 
it tasted like cinnamon. 

She hears something crutch and that sound snaps her back to reality. 

Teresa sees that the creature has hooked its front legs on the backpack's top 
flap. It stood on her lunch bag to prop itself up and had stepped on a bag of 
potato chips. 

It slowly tries to pull itself up. She can smell it now. It smells like old sweaty 
socks. 

Disgusted, the girl grabs the pack and throws it into the river. 

The creature is heavy, and the pack sinks like a stone. 

Tiny bubbles ripple in the raging waters signaling the creature's final 
breaths. 

Teresa is left shaking and sweating on the riverbank. 

She returns to the trail, walking in a daze. 

“Hey you, okay? Madison asked, approaching. “You've been gone a long 
time, so I came to check on you. We're going to be late for school.” 


As soon as Madison is close enough. Teresa pulls her friend in for a hug and 
starts sobbing. 
“Wow,” Madison says. “That must have been some poop.” 


XVIII. 
HIDDEN DESIRES 


Bernie was scared shitless. 

She held a bag of chocolate-chip cookies that she had baked last night for 
Cole. 

But things were different between them. 

She loved him and didn't regret that they had sex. 

But Cole wasn't the same boy who used to come over to escape his mother's 
wraith. 

Now Cole was a man, a very sexy man, who could probably get any girl in 
school to be his girlfriend. 

What could he possibly see in a fat and disgusting girl like her? 

Her worst fears came true when she saw Cole now. He was talking to a girl. 
The girl leaned against his locker looking up him. She was flirting with him, 
and not hiding it either. She touched him repeatedly, and now laid a hand on 
his chest. 

Bernie, seethe with jealousy. 

In her jealousy she stormed towards them, intending to give both of them a 
piece of her mind. 

She came to an abrupt stop. 

Up close, Bernie could now see that the girl Cole talked to was his mom. 

Bernie did a double take. 

She couldn't believe it. 

Granted she had only met Mrs. Spearman once and that was from a 
distance when Cole pointed her out when they rode their bikes past the T-Bar. 
But that was back in middle school. 

But the way Cole often described her, Bernie was expecting some kind of 
monster, a boogie-woman, who had crawled out a bottle of Dutch Courage. 

This woman looked young and girlish. She wore glasses, which she now 
pushed up her nose, and smiled with thick blow job lips. 

The woman continued to playfully flirt with him by tucking a few stands of 
her dark hair behind an ear and shoving her chest forward. The white sweater 
she wore barely held back her big boobs. 

Bernie shook her head again in disbelief. 

She was acting more like his girlfriend than his mother. 

Mrs. Spearman reached up and pulled her son down. Then whispered 
something in his ear. 

He nodded in response. 

She smiled wide and then kissed him on the lips. 

Bernie watched horrified. 

The woman grabbed her son's hand and now led him out. 

The bell rang for lunch and now students filed out of their classes. 

Cole and his mom disappeared into the crowd. 

Undaunted, Bernie chased after the pair. 

Outside she spotted them. 


They were still holding hands, as they made their way to the woods and 
then disappeared again in the tree line. 

Bernie gave chase. 

She wasn't sure how she should feel, only that she was worried about Cole 
and wanted to make sure he was okay. 

It didn't take long to find them. 

They weren't even trying to hide what they were doing. 

Still when Bernie found them, it was a shock. 

Cole stood behind his mother. 

She was leaning forward, holding onto a tree branch overhead. 

Their pants are around their ankles. 

Bernie can see Cole's big testicles hanging between the gap in the woman's 
leg. 

Cole violently thrusts forward, his balls swinging wildly with ever motion. 

The woman screams in ecstasy as she gets fucked by her own son from 
behind. 

Cole grabs his mother roughly by the hips. 

With a hellish cry, he comes inside of her. 

His mother's lips pull back into a dreamy smile. 

Cole continues to cum, his sperm filling her up and then the overflow spills 
onto the ground at their feet. 

The woman straightens, and now turns her head, kissing her son 
inappropriately. 

Cole meanwhile grabs her tits, squeezing them, as the woman and boy 
continue to kiss. 

It's the woman who ends it. Playfully, pushing her son back. 

He pulls out of her. 

The sight of his huge cock makes Bernie gasp. It drips wet with her juices. 

Neither boy or woman pull up their pants. 

Instead, the woman grabs the boy's cock and starts stroking the shaft. 

“Mmm,” the woman purrs. “That was a good lunch. Very filling.” 

She licks her thick lips. 

“I'm ready for seconds,” she tells him. “And it looks like this monster is still 
hungry.” 

Still jerking him off, the woman pushes her stunning body close. 

She presses her lips against his. Their kiss is wet and crude. 

“I'm so thirsty, Cole,” she says after their lips part. 

Cole smiles. 

It's not a kind smile. 

It scares Bernie because the boy looks unhinged. 

Still holding his massive shaft, his mother drops to her knees. 

Bernie shakes her head. She can't believe this is happening. But like a deer 
in the headlights, she can't look away. 

Bernie now stifled a scream. 

The woman brings her son's cock to her wanting lips. 

Bernie winces. 

Between her legs she aches for Cole again. 

But the silver dreamcatcher around her neck, opens her eyes to the truth. 

Now she sees an eerie blue glow hidden behind the fabric of his shirt. 


The glow reaches out like a thread, and a blue light surrounds the woman's 
head like a halo. Cole's mother is also marked with a snake eating its own tail 
on her bare ass. 

But that's not the end of the revelations, for now Bernie sees a tattoo of a 
long red snake running the length of his shaft. 

The revelation is too much for her to bear, and now Bernie back away, 
nearly tripping over her own feet. 

In the distance, she hears a bell ring from the school signaling that lunch is 
over. 

It's this bit of normalcy that Bernie needs to snap her out of her trance. 

She turns her back on the perverted tableau laid out before her and rejects 
it. 

And the rejection sets her free, as Bernie now runs back to the safety of the 
school. 


XIX. 
WILD AT HEART 


After class, Teresa watched with disgust as Madison flirted with Mr. King. 

Madison hugged her teacher. The man responded by reaching over and 
pinching the girl's butt. 

God, how can she stand it, Teresa thought. He's so hairy. 

The girl laughed it off, and playfully pushed him away. They shared a final 
laugh, and then Madison exited the classroom. 

Now it was just Teresa and Mr. King. 

“See something you like?” King said, facing the girl and thrusting his crotch 
in her direction. 

“You're disgusting,” Teresa snarled. 

“Girls like you love shit like that,” King laughed. It sounded like a barking 
dog. “You play the innocent,” he said, “But you're all secretly into some real 
perverted shit.” 

“Fuck you,” Teresa screamed. 

“Loved to,” the hairy man said. He opened his legs showing off the large 
bulge in his pants. “You're a real smoke show, you know. You want to sit in my 
lap?” 

He licked his lips. 

Teresa scoffed, incredibly offended. 

“Where's Ruth?” 

The hairy man shrugged. 

“Probably getting her brains fucked out back at my house,” he admitted. 
“She loves sucking dick. Kind of like you, sucking your daddy's cock late at 
night when everyone else was asleep.” 

Teresa's eyes went wide. 

“How did you know about that? 

The hairy man laughed. 

“T know all your dirty secrets, Teresa.” 

The girl's face burned red in shame. 

“No need to be ashamed,” King purred. “Stand up.” 

Teresa gulped but did as she was told. 

The hairy man now approached. He towered over the girl. But surprisingly 
got on his knees in front of her. 

“You're always doing nice things for people,” he told her. “When was the 
last time someone did something nice for you?” 

Before she can answer, the hairy man pushes her against the edge of her 
desk. His head dips under her skirt. Clawed hands reach up and pull her red 
panties down. 

“What are you doing?” Teresa cried, trying to push the man away. 

But he had her just where he wanted her, and now his long, thick tongue 
lashes out and attacks the most intimate part of her. 

“Jesus!” Teresa screams, as he continues his assault on her wet pussy lips. 

Weakly, she still tries to push him away. 

But her resolve is weakening. 


The hairy man is doing obscene and perverted things to her with his 
tongue, and it feels soooo good! 

With a whimper, Teresa leans back on her desk. 

The man responded in kind. First, he wraps his strong arms around her 
shapely legs. Then, he moves it for a full-frontal attack. His thick pointed 
tongue licks her butthole. Then to draw out the pleasure, he slowly and 
deliberately works his way up to the button of her clit. 

“Oh god,” Teresa whimpers. Her body trembles, as she surrenders to him 
completely. 

Suddenly the girl jumps and sits up. 

“Hey! You bite me,” she cries, confused “Down there.” 

The man pulls away. 

He stands, letting her skirt slip away from his shaggy head. 

Now King turns his back on the girl. 

“Why did you stop?” The girl asks. There is desperation in her voice. 

The hairy man shakes his head. 

Teresa jumps off the desk and goes to him now. 

“Please,” the girl says, touching his hairy back. “I need more.” 

“No,” he growls. 

She is so wet between her legs that she can't stand it. 

“Please,” Teresa cries again, more desperate now. Her body aches for him. 

“T'll suck your dick,” the girl offers. 

King laughs. 

“No thanks,” he says. “I'm good.” 

“But why?” Teresa asked now. 

“You need more mileage,” King informs her coldly. “You're still too sweet 
and innocent to be interesting to me. I need a whore, not a saint.” 

Teresa crumbles to the floor, devastated. 

But she doesn't stay there long. 

The pain from his bite hits her hard. 

Teresa winces. 

Her pussy hurts, it hurts so much. 

“What did you do to me?” Teresa screams in acquisition. 

King faces her again, twirling her red silky panties around a long finger. 

“I'm making you more interesting.” He tells her, while at the same time 
flashing her a wide toothy grin. 

“Better run,” he tells her. “And finds a boy to fuck you quick, maybe a 
couple of them at the same time...” 

His eyes glow a sickly yellow as he leers down at her. 

Teresa shakes her head. 

“The long you wait, the more painful it will become,” he snarls. But behind 
it she can almost hear him laughing at her torment. “If you wait too long the 
pain will become so great that it will drive you completely mad.” 

Gritting her teeth, Teresa got up and fled. 

His barking laughter dogged her retreating footsteps. 


x XX 
The final bell rings. Signaling the end of the school day. In the hallway, the 


students stampede like dull cattle being led to the slaughter, trying to make 
good their escape. 


Teresa takes a few steps, and collapses. 

It hurts, it hurts so much. 

“Teresa, are you alright?” 

The girl looks up. 

“Adam...” she purrs. 

The boy helps her to her feet. 

“I was just on my way to basketball practice,” he tells her. 

She doesn't care. 

All she wants from him is to take the pain away. 

She kisses him. 

Then whispers in his ear. 

“I need you fuck me right now.” 

“But I need to go to practice,” he says. 

Teresa squeezes his crotch. 

“Now,” she growls. 

Before he can spoil the mood even more. She drags him into the girls 
bathroom. 

Thank God, she thinks. There is no one here. 

Despite the pain, she didn't think she could fuck him if she had an 
audience. 

Still holding his hand, Teresa now drags the boy into one of the stalls. 

“I really should get to practice,” he tells her now. 

She glares at him as if he’s stupid. 

But the pain is almost unbearable now. 

She is past the point of no return. 

“Sit on the toilet and take off your pants,” she snarls. 

The boy hesitates, looking at her strangely. 

“Are you drunk?” He asks. 

Teresa screams and then lunges at the boy, knocking him back onto the 
toilet seat. 

Her hands shake as she opens his pants 

God, the pain! She thinks. It's driving me crazy. 

The girl gets his pants open and fishes his cock out of his tighty-whites. 

To her delight, he is hard. 

To her disappointment he isn't very big. 

Teresa grits her teeth. 

Her pussy screams at her for relief. 

“Do we need a condom?” He asks. 

God, she wishes he'd just shut up. 

Teresa straddles him. In quick motion, she grabs his penis and shoves it 
inside. 

The girl sighs in relief, the pain immediately vanishes, replaced by 
wonderful pleasure. 

“Wow you're really tight,” he tells her. 

She ignores him, and now begins grinding her hips, trying to pull him in 
deeper. 

This is only her second time having sex. But it feels different this time. She 
is no virgin now, so the sex just feels good. The girl soon figures out that the 
faster she goes, the better it feels. 

“Slow down, Teresa,” the boy cries underneath her. 

God, she wishes he was bigger. 


Still, she loves the sensation of having a boy inside of her. It feels so primal. 

It abruptly comes to an end, as he blows his load inside of her. 

“No,” she wails, as she feels his erection soften. 

“You asshole,” she screams, slapping him hard across the face. 

Still fuming, Teresa jumps off of him. 

“Geez,” the boy cries. “What was that for?” 

“It's not enough,” the girl snarls, folding her arms across her big bosom. 

“Maybe we can do it again, sometime,” he tells her. 

A smile lights up her face. 

“But right now, I have to get to practice.” He tells her. He kisses her on the 
cheek and pushes past her and then out the door. 

Teresa scowls. 

But the pain dramatically returns and knocks her to the floor. 

“Oh god,” she screams. “Help me!” 

But the pain is so great it leaves her teeth chattering. 

She forces herself to stand, but her legs are shaky as she walks out of the 
bathroom. 


There is a strange scent in the air that tickles her nose. It smells like 
burning rope. 

The girl follows the scent down the hallway. It leads her to a stairway. 
Underneath the stairway is a storage area with a locked gate. 

The smell is heavier here. 

She approaches and now sees that the lock has been broken. 

Inside the storage area she hears voices, laughing behind some of the boxes. 

Her pussy suddenly becomes very excited. 

There are boys here. 

She opens the gate. 

There are three boys inside. 

She laughs as they try to snuff out the joint they share and wave the smoke 
away. 

“We weren't doing anything,” a skinny boy says now. 

Teresa laughs, and now reveals herself to them. 

“Don't worry I'm not going to burst you,” Teresa tells them. 

She grits her teeth. 

“You, okay?” The one who asks her is really fat. 

“No,” she cries. “I need your help. I wish you had more of whatever you 
were smoking.” 

“We can hook you up,” A very ratty-looking boy told her now. “How much 
money do you have?” 

“T need it now,” she cries. 

“She's really messed up, Craig.” The fat kid says to the skinny boy. 

The pain was really bad now, and it made her hot all over. 

Teresa begins taking off her clothes. 

“Holy shit,” Craig said. 

“She must be on something,” the ratty-looking boy said. 

“What do you think it is, Fetch?” The skinny boy asked the ratty-looking 
one. 

“T don't know cocaine or ecstasy, maybe,” Fetch said now. 

“I know her,” The fat boy told the others. “That's Teresa Spearman. She 
used to be a cheerleader.” 


“Not really helpful, Chunk,” the lean boy said now. “If she O.D.s we are in a 
world of hurt.” 

“Should we call emergency services or something?” Chunk asked. 

“Don't be an idiot, Chunk,” Fetch said. “We're three guys smoking weed, 
and a naked girl is on the floor. We'd be lucky if we don't get the chair.” 

“That's not our fault,” Chunk whined. 

God she's wished they'd shut up. 

Here she was ready for them to fuck her, and they were just being stupid. 
Meanwhile, the pain between her legs is just getting worse. 

Still gritting her teeth, she sat up. 

“T want you to fuck my brains out,” she snarled. 

“Me,” Chunk pointed at himself. 

“She was pointing at me, numbnuts,” Fetch said. 

Teresa screamed in frustration. 

Why was this so hard? 

“All three of you!” She screamed. 

They sat frozen. 

“Jesus,” she howled. 

“You behind me,” Teresa screamed pointing at the fat boy. 

“You in front,” Teresa told the skinny boy. 

“And you,” Teresa said pointing at the ratty boy. “I'll just jerk you off.” 

“Oh come on,” Fetch whined. 

“T want you boys to take turns,” the girl said. “You've seen porn, right?” 

None of them moved. 

“This isn't a trick, is it?” Craig asked. “We make a move on you and then 
your jock buddies jump us.” 

“Yeah,” Chunk said now. “I've seen you with that Adam guy.” 

“Would you just fuck me!” The girl screamed. 

God! Teenage boys are so stupid! 

The pain was unbearable now. She couldn't stand it. 

Teresa got onto her hands and knees. First, she shoved her ass into the fat 
boy's crotch. Next, she reached out to the skinny boy in front of her and 
unzipped his pants. To her delight, Teresa saw that the boy in front of her 
already had an erection. The sight made the girl incredibly excited, and she 
reached into his underwear and fished out his cock. It stood big and hard in 
her hand. 

At the same time, Teresa hadn't forgotten about the boy behind her and 
slapped her ass against the big boy's crotch. 

The girl smiled as she felt the fat boy get hard. 

“God damn,” the ratty boy cried. “She really wants it.” 

The skinny boy now cried out as Teresa’s lips slid across his shaft. 

The fat boy grabbed her hips and now shoved himself inside. 

Teresa pulled her head back and screamed. 

He wasn't as big as the boy in front of her. 

But his dick felt as heavy and fat as the boy himself. 

Teresa let out a sigh of relief as the pain between her legs departed replaced 
by rapturous pleasure. 

“Oh god,” Chunk cried, “She's so tight.” 

Nevertheless, he continued to ram his dick back and forth into her tiny slit. 

Teresa returned to pleasuring the boy in front of her. 

“Hey, what about me?” 


Teresa's eyes dart to her right. 

The ratty boy already has his dick out. 

To her surprise this ratty looking boy's dick was both big and fat. 

She couldn't wait to feel it inside her. 

She reached out and began stoking the ratty boy off. 

Meanwhile, the fat boy continued to drill her out from behind. 

The boy in front of her groans as Teresa continues to please him with her 
mouth. He is the first to cum and she can feel his seed pour down her throat. 

She swallows it all down and is left disappointed when there is no more. 

Teresa turns to the ratty boy. 

“Get in front,” she snarls, semen drooling from the corner of her lips. “I 
want to suck your cock.” 

The ratty boy doesn't need to be told twice, and now he pushes his skinny 
friend out of the way. 

The ratty boy's cock smells like old sweaty stocks. 

At first, the smell puts her off. 

But the boy is persistent and rubs his smelly dick on her lips. 

Her lust overpowers her, and despite her disgust, she pulls him into her 
mouth. But she quickly spits him out, as she can sense the boy behind is ready 
to burst. 

Her senses prove correct as the fat boy squeezes her ass. 

“Oh shit,” he cries, and blows his load inside. 

“Sorry, sorry,” Chunk cries. “I didn't mean to cum inside of you.” 

“Don't worry,” Teresa purrs. “I loved it.” 

“You,” she says now to the ratty boy. “Fuck my pussy.” 

“Hell yeah,” Fetch cried and raced to claim his prize. 

She cries out, as this new boy eagerly pushes himself inside, not carrying 
that he is having sloppy seconds. 

Chunk, panting, sat down to rest. 

The ratty boy fucks her fast and hard. 

Teresa loves it, until the boy cries out and shoots his load inside of her. 

“Christ!” The boy cries, collapsing onto the floor to join Chunk. “That pussy 
is tight.” 

“Your turn,” Teresa says, pointing to the skinny boy. 

But the boy hesitates. 

“T don't know,” he says. “I don't really want to stick my dick in you after 
these other guys blew their load in your pussy.” 

Teresa bares her teeth. That is not an acceptable answer. Growling, she 
lunges at the boy, knocking him to the ground. Before he can react, she is on 
top of him. 

The girl will not be denied her pleasure. 

She roughly shoves his dick inside of her. Now that he is inside, Teresa rolls 
her hips on top of him, fucking him hard. 

The boy groans underneath her. 

His cries fall on deaf ears. 

Teresa does not slow down. 

At one point, he tries to sit up, 

But Teresa quickly shoves back and pins him down. 

She continues to fuck him. 

The girl is so wild that her big breasts bounce in his face. 

Both boy and girl cry out as they cum at the same time. 


“That was wonderful,” Teresa sighs. She leans down and kisses him on the 
lips. 

He looks up at her with both trembling fear and horny desire. 

“Hey, I got the snacks,” a new voice calls out. “Let's get baked.” 

A teenage girl dressed in baggy clothes and a wool cap enters carrying a bag 
of junk food. 

Chunk and Fetch scramble for their clothes. 

Teresa still has the other boy pinned to the ground. 

“God, what is that smell?” the girl cries. “Like sweet honey and old dirty 
socks.” 

The two girls make eye contact. 

“Teresa?” The girl asked. 

“Hey, Sally,” Teresa said. “The boys were keeping me entertained.” 

The other girl makes a disgusted face. 

“This one especially,” Teresa said, while at the same time, grinding her hips 
on top of the skinny boy. 

“That's my brother, you slut.” Sally snarled. 

“Really,” Teresa said, still grinding her hips on top of the boy. “He sure 
comes a lot.” 

The boy cries out and shoots another load inside of her. 

“See,” Teresa said triumphantly. 

Now the girl reaches underneath her. Soon a thick load of sperm drips from 
Teresa's fingers. 

“You should try it,” Teresa offers. “It's so good.” 

“You're disgusting,” Sally cries. 

Teresa hops off the skinny boy, exposing his cock to the other girl. She 
stands and stretches, showing off her voluptuous body to the gathered crowd. 
Thick cum runs down her shapely legs. 

“Oh, lighten up,” Teresa said. “If you want to feel really good, you should let 
these two...” 

She points suggestively to Chunk and Fetch. 

“Run a train on you,” Teresa continues. “And let your brother watch.” 

The two boys look up at Sally hopefully. 

“NO!” Sally screams, shooting them down. 

“Your loss,” Teresa scoffs. Then to Chunk she says: “Can you get my clothes 
for me?” 

The boy scrambles to his feet and goes in search of the girl's clothes. 

“See they'll do anything for you,” Teresa giggles. “After you fuck them.” 

“Shut up!” Sally screams. Folding her arms across her chest. 

Panting and sweating, Chunk returned with Teresa's clothes. 

“Thank you,” she said, kissing the boy on the cheek. 

“T couldn't find your underwear,” The fat boy confessed. 

“I wasn't wearing any, silly,” Teresa said now. She kissed the boy on the 
cheek again. 

Teresa dressed. 

The ratty boy, Fetch, looks up at her now. 

“Can we see you again?” He asks. “Like on a date.” 

“How about we fuck instead,” Teresa offers. “Do you want to do it right 
now?” 

“Oh yeah,” the boy said. She could see he was getting hard again. 

Teresa grabs the boy's penis and begins to stroke it. 


“Do you want to finish him off?” Teresa offers the other girl. 

“No,” Sally screams. “Get the hell out of here!” 

Teresa shrugs and continues to stroke the boy off. Soon he comes, his seed 
shooting into the air. 

“Fuck,” the boy cries. 

Teresa kisses him on the forehead. 

“Thad a lot of fun,” Teresa said. “See you guys later.” 

She crawls out of the storage area. 

Teresa feels strong, powerful, like nothing in the world can stop her now. 

But this feeling quickly fled, when she hears Sally say: “There is something 
wrong with her. It's like she is possessed or something.” 

The girl's words bring Teresa back to her senses. 

Sally was right. 

Despite her big boobs and porn star body, Teresa was usually shy and 
awkward around boys. It had taken forever for her to work up the courage to 
lose her virginity. She had been approached by many boys, some of them 
good, some of them bad, but had waited until almost the end of her senior 
year, before she gave her gift to a boy. And the boy she had chosen was safe 
and good. Not some bad boy who would just have broken her heart like Mr. 
King. 

She was a good church girl who just wanted to settle down with a nice boy 
who would treat her right. 

Lately, though, her thoughts were constantly dirty and perverted. It made 
her feel ashamed. If she was being honest with herself, Teresa had been 
thinking a lot about her dad sneaking in her room at night and making her do 
dirty things with him. He always stopped short of taking her innocence, but 
they had really come close more than a couple of times. 

Adding to her troubles, something was definitely wrong with her mother 
and brother. They were doing unforgivable sinful things with each other. And 
the worst part of it all was she liked watching them do it. 

A chill ran up her spine, and with it, the pain returned. 

She screamed and collapsed in the darkened hallway. 

The pain was even worse than before. 

It hurt, it hurt so much! 

She screamed again. 

Then she gritted her teeth. 

Her mind raced. 

Cole, she thinks. Cole. 

Her lips curl into an evil grin. 

These other boys just didn't measure up. 

But her brother had dick to spare. 

Thinking of her brother that way, like a sexy beast, dulled the pain. 

She licked her lips and jumped up. 

Teresa darted from the school and now rushed to meet her ultimate fate. 


XX. 
A LOVELY BETRAYAL 


“Cole!” 

Cole rolled his eyes, as Bernie raced to catch up to him. 

“Stop walking so fast,” Bernie scolded him. 

Cole sighed heavily, making no secret that he was annoyed. 

“I want to talk to you,” Bernie panted. “I saw you and your mom in the 
woods...” 

Cole stopped. 

“I can explain,” Cole began. 

“It's sick and disgusting,” Bernie screamed, getting her second wind. 

“To you maybe,” Cole laughed. “I'm having a great time.” 

“I don't believe you,” Bernie thundered. 

“You didn't seem to mind, when I fucked you,” Cole laughed again. It was 
not a kind or gentle laugh, and the words cut deep. 

“How can you say that?” Bernie cried. “I love you!” 

Cole scoffed. 

“Whatever is going on,” Bernie continued. “Let me help you.” 

“I don't need any help,” Cole snarled. “Things are going great.” 

“This isn't like you,” Bernie hissed. “It's that necklace, isn't it?” 

Cole gasped. 

She knows. 

That catches him off guard. 

“Let me help you, Cole,” Bernie cries. 

She is sobbing and buries her face in his chest. 

The boy has a brief moment of clarity. 

This girl had been his friend for so long they were practically joined at the 
hip. He loved her, she gave him shelter and comfort. 

The boy returns her embrace. 

“Bernie I...” He begins. 

“You have to get rid of it,” she tells him. “It's making you do awful things.” 

She was getting through to him. 

That is until a buzzing sound in the back of his mind tells him different. 

“She's trying to ruin all your fun, Cole,” it tells him. “She is jealous that 
you re getting pornstar sex every day, install of having boring vanilla sex with 
her.” 

Cole nods in agreement. 

“You know what to do, right?” 

A smile slithers across his face. 

But he lets it drop, when she looks up at him. 

“You're right,” he tells her. “I need to get rid of it.” 

She's so trusting that he knows she'll believe anything he says. 

“But I need your help.” 

Bernie eagerly nods. 

“I'm so proud of you,” she tells him, kissing the boy on the cheek. 

Cole suppressed an urge to slap her big juicy ass. 


“After we do this, then why don't you come over to my house,” Bernie said, 
hopefully. “I'll cook you dinner.” 

“Pizza,” Cole said, enthusiastically. 

He knows just how to play her. 

She smiles. 

“You have a one-track mind, Cole Spearman.” 

You don't know the half of it, he thinks. 

“Come on,” he tells her. “We'll put it back where I found it.” 

“You'll see,” Bernie tells him. “Things are going to be so much better now.” 

Cole nods and grabs her hand. 

“Come on,” he said. “It's this way.” 

She is easily lead as they make their way deep into the woods. 

Soon he can see the house in the distance. Its red painted door glows in the 
fading sunlight. 

“Wow,” Bernie said. “I didn't know there was a house here.” 

“Let's get closer,” Cole tells her. “I found the necklace by the door.” 

“Okay.” Bernie agrees. 

Cole hangs back, letting Bernie get ahead of him. 

Now the boy has a great view of her big ass. It jiggles a little as she walks. 

Cole wants nothing more than to tear open the yoga pants she is wearing 
and then take her from behind. Maybe if he fucked her brains out, she'd forget 
all about getting rid of the necklace, and taking away his fun. 

Maybe she'll also be a lot more compliant if she got some dick on a regular 
basis. Just like his mother. 

“No Cole,” the buzzing voice in the back of his mind tells him. “She is going 
to be a problem. Let us deal with her.” 

Cole nods. 

“She does look good in those yoga pants though,” the buzzing voice said 
now. “Good enough to eat.” 

Cole smiles again and begins to drool. 

“Cole come on,” Bernie calls out. 

Her siren call gets his feet moving and soon he's caught up to her. 

“Tt looks really creepy at night,” Bernie said. 

She shivered. 

“Did you feel that?” She asks him now. “Like someone just walked over my 
grave.” 

The boy hugs her. 

Her teeth chattering, she melts into his arms. 

“I'm scared,” she tells him. “Everything feels so wrong here.” 

He slowly nods, hoping she doesn't feel his growing erection. 

Bernie breaks away. 

“Let's get this over with,” she said now. “Are we close enough yet?” 

“Just a little further,” he tells her, stifling a laugh. 

They draw closer to the house. 

It hits her then, the sinful power of the house. 

“Oh god, Cole,” she cries. “I'm so horny. I can't stand it.” 

Cole's lips pull back into a wide hideous grin as the red door opens. 

Something clicks inside Bernie's mind. 

“No,” she says, as she cringes back from him. 

But it's already too late. 

Tentacles burst from the open door. 


“Cole help!” Bernie cries as the tentacles wrap around her body. 

The boy snaps out of his trance. 

“Bernie,” he cries, rushing to the girl's aide. 

Her hand reaches out for him. 

Cole grabs it, trying to pull her free. 

But the tentacles prove stronger, yanking her back and into the house. 
The red door slams shut. 

Cole drops to his knees. 

“Please,” he cries. “Give her back!” 

Tears fill his eyes. 

“I'm sorry, please, please, give her back.” 

“There, there, Cole,” the voice in the back of his head tells him now. “She 


was holding you back.” 


The boy is now reminded of his painful erection. It throbs in unsatisfied 


want. 


“Go claims your prize,” the voice tells him now. “Teresa is waiting for you.” 
Cole rises. 
Teresa hungrily consumes his every thought. An image of her naked in the 


shower torments his mind. Her perfect body both taunting and tantalizing 
him. 


The boy now rushes to meet his ultimate fate. 


XXI. 
THE BAD GOSPEL 


“Hey Beth, there is a guy here to see you.” 

“A guy?” Beth asks. 

“Yeah,” Stephanie says, popping her gum. “He's kind of cute.” 

Maybe it's Cole, she thinks. And now an image of them fucking in the wood 
earlier today fills her with absolute bliss. 

“Wow you've got it bad, huh,” Stephanie says now. She pops her gum again. 
Beth seethes with jealousy. Stephanie is young, has big boobs, and a big butt. 
Just the kind of girl her son likes. 

“You stay away from him,” Beth warns the girl. “He's mine.” 

“You can have him,” Stephanie laughs, unfazed. “He's too old for me. Like 
my dad's age.” 

“Huh?” 

“He's right over there,” Stephanie says. 

Beth turns and looks. 

Felix sits at a booth, hiding in the corner of the restaurant. 

“No,” she says under her breath. 

“Go get him, girl.” Stephanie said now. “I'll let Kathy know you're one a 
break.” 

Spotted, Felix waves her over. 

Beth's heart races, as she slowly approaches the booth. 

“Felix,” Beth says. 

“Beth, good to see you,” the man says in greeting. “Have a seat.” 

She sits. 

He opens a menu. 

“Can I get you something? What would you recommend? Do you want to 
share a burger and fries, like we used to back in high school?” 

Beth shakes her head. Then she leans in close. 

“What are you doing here?” Beth hissed. “This is where I work.” 

“Don't worry,” Felix said. “I know the owner. Kathy is my cousin you 
know.” 

“I'm your cousin, Felix,” Beth hissed. “So is pretty much everyone here. 
That doesn't mean anything in the village.” 

Felix shrugs. 

“We've missed you at the T-Bar,” Felix said. “Can I get you a beer?” 

“I don't drink anymore,” the woman said. “I gave it up.” 

“Wow, really,” Felix answered. “I'm sure your liver is grateful. You look 
good. Have you been working out?” 

The woman thought for a minute, and then responded: “Yes.” 

“Has Cole been helping you out with that?” Felix asked now. 

“He's...,” She began. But let the words hang in the air unfinished. 

Oh yeah, Felix thought. They're totally fucking. 

“Seems like your son has been exercising a lot lately,” Felix said now. “He 
exercised with Bernie a couple of days ago. And then that Jessica Spencer girl 


last night. You know Kimberly's little girl. Sounds like he really gave Jessica a 
workout, at least that's how Kim tells it..” 

“T don't know what you're talking about,” the woman said. “I have to get 
back to work.” 

She starts to get up from the table. 

Anticipating this, Felix grabs her wrist. 

“Hey!” 

“Let's stop fucking around, Beth,” Felix cried. “You've been doing enough of 
that already!” 

The woman almost seems to shrink at the accusation and sits back down. 

“Cole has a necklace, doesn't he?!” Felix continued. “Just like Ken. God 
damn woman what were you thinking?” 

The woman sobbed. 

Some of the restaurant patrons are looking at them now. 

Felix ignores them. After all, they're all his cousins. 

“It's not the same one,” she pleaded. “It's a snake, not a rabbit like last 
time.” 

Felix shook his head. 

“He raped Jessica,” Felix told her now. “Did unimaginable things to her for 
hours on end to his own half-sister. How long before he goes after your 
daughter!” 

The woman began to sob. 

“He wouldn't,” the woman cried. 

“It didn't stop, Ken.” Felix reminded her. “He got half the girls pregnant in 
town. Christ, we should have killed all those kids!” 

“Including Bernie,” the woman said. 

“You got me there.” Felix said, defeated. 

“I know what I'm doing,” the woman pleaded. “I'm keeping his urges in 
check.” 

“And I suppose you are getting nothing out of it?” Felix thundered. “Have 
you looked in a mirror lately? You look like a teenage girl!” 

His features softened and then he said: “Beth, you know this isn't right.” 

“No, it will be fine,” the woman cried. “It's different this time.” 

“Tt took all of us to stop it last time, Beth!” Felix reminded her. “It cost Old 
Nathan his life to bring it to an end.” 

Beth sobbed into her hands. 

“You're running out of time,” Felix warned her now. “Kimberly managed to 
convince the school to expel Cole after what he did to Jessica.” 

Beth continued to sob. 

But the man wasn't done with her yet. 

“And to make sure he doesn't come back; they've put dreamcatchers all 
around the school. She is petitioning the village to do the same thing around 
town. He messed with the wrong woman. Kim can be very convincing if 
motivated. Pretty soon your family won't be welcome anywhere in town. Is 
that what you want? To be an outcast?” 

Beth sobbed even more. 

A hand dropped on Felix's shoulder. 

The man looked up, and a stern looking woman stared back at him. 

“Felix,” Kathy said. “You need to leave. I will not have you harassing one of 
my best waitresses.” 


“Easy, cous,” Felix said, holding up his hand in surrender. “I was just 
leaving” 

Felix stood up, put a twenty on the table, and left. 

Leaving Beth to fend for herself. 


XXII. 
A DEPRAVED LOVE STORY 


This is a love story. It's always been a love story. 

At least that's what Teresa tells herself as she lies naked in Cole's bed, 
waiting for his return. 

She grits her teeth. 

The pain between her legs is still there, but manageable as she thinks of 
him and his big fucking dick. 

The girl had showered, wanting to be clean for him. 

She smells him first as he approaches the house. 

He smells like cinnamon, and the burning scene makes her lick her thick 
lips. She is so thirsty for him. 

Her sharp ears now hear the front door open. 

The sound makes her body excited. 

He is so close. 

Her nipples get hard, and she is very wet between her legs. 

The cinnamon smell is stronger now. 

He's almost here! 

Teresa thinks about playing with herself, but soon decides against it. 

It's like the first time, when she was innocent of sin: giddy excitement 
mixed with nervous butterflies in her stomach. 

Unlike her first time, she hopes it will be perfect. 

He enters. 

At his entrance, Teresa throws the covers off of her revealing that she is 
ready for him. 

His big dick looks ready to rip out of his pants. 

They say nothing to each other. 

After all, what is there to say? 

They've known each since the womb. 

But she does watch him strip, becoming more and more excited as he 
reveals his sexy naked body to her. 

Teresa stifles a scream, as he takes off his pants, exposing his monstrous 
penis. 

Now naked, he wastes no time joining her on the bed. 

Teresa closes her eyes as her brother enters her now. She is so wet, he easily 
slips inside. 

She opens her eyes wide. 

He feels so big and heavy inside of her. 

Then she cries out, squirming underneath him, as she feels him getting 
bigger and fatter inside of her. 

He cries out, as he erupts inside of her. 

In reaction, her pussy goes crazy. It seizes control of her hips and now 
pumps rapidly against him. It isn't long before she brings herself to the point 
of release. 

Her body trembles underneath him as her love gushes all over him. 

Teresa is all smiles now. 


This boy has made her feel so good. In gratitude, she showers him with 
kisses. 

“Get on all fours,” he tells her. 

Teresa frowns at the request. 

She is still girlish enough that she wants the sex to be Romantic. And part 
of that Romance is her wanting them to look at each other while they make 
love. 

But boys just want to fuck and get their rocks off. 

He pulls out. 

Teresa sighs at the loss of him. 

But the girl knows she can get him back if she just does as she is told. 

Teresa rolls onto her stomach, and raises her ass high, like she has seen 
girls in porn do. 

He is quick to respond. 

“Oh this nice,” he snarls. 

He squeezed her butt cheeks and spread them wide. 

Her body tenses, afraid that he is so horny that he will shove his big dick up 
her butt. She is definitely not ready for that. 

But he is her twin, and she trusts him. 

For the moment, her trust is well founded. 

The boy lets her ass go. A few seconds later he grabs her roughly around the 
hips and pulls her back. 

She screams as enters her again. He feels even bigger now and stretches her 
tiny slit to the limit. 

“So tight,” he growls. 

He suddenly blows his load inside of her. 

It catches her off guard, and she whimpers in response. 

Her whimpers turn into shrieks, as he begins to fuck her hard and fast. 

Her brother is unrelenting, and her pussy is left trembling from the beating 
he gives her. 

He comes again. There is lot, and now she feels wet and sticky between her 
legs. 

His climax does little to satisfy his lust, and he pounds into her again in 
rapid, desperate bursts. 

“Oh fuck,” she screams. 

He shoots inside of her again. 

With a cry, Teresa returns the favor, squirting all over his massive cock. 

Wearily, she slumps forward. 

But he won't let her rest. 

Her brother grabs her by the hair and pulls her up. 

The boy leans back, and makes his sister sit on top. 

The girl is panting in both exhaustion and desire. 

Cole kisses the nape of her neck. 

She sighs at the touch of his lips. Then sighs even more as her gropes her 
tits. 

Her brother takes his time molesting her. His focus is mainly on her boobs. 
She can tell those are his favorite part of her. He continues to squeeze her tits 
and pinch her nipples all the while lightly thrusting into her from below. 

He's driving her crazy: his kisses, his touch, his dick deep inside of her. 

She wants him bad. 

Teresa pushes his hands away. 


The boy understands what she wants, and now let's her take charge. 

Off her leash, Teresa began to bounce her body on top of him, getting off his 
big dick. 

It doesn't take long for her to reach a mind-blowing climax. 

She moans loudly. 

Her toes curl. 

Her legs shake. 

Cole grabs her around the waist and throws her onto the bed. 

It takes a moment for Teresa to get her bearings. 

By the time she realizes what's going on, Cole has already buried his head 
into her crotch. 

His tongue is thick and wet. 

Teresa sighs as her brother licks her thighs, and then gradually works his 
way up to the most intimate part of her. 

Teresa sighs again. 

His making her feel so weak and helpless. 

It's wonderful. 

The girl jumps, as the sharp tip of his tongue dips into her pussy. 

She whimpers as he continues to lick her from the inside out. 

Teresa licks her lips and then she gulps. 

“Don't stop,” she cries softly. “Please, don't stop.” 

But she needn't have worried, as he now has ascended to the top, and his 
tongue attacks the button of her clit. 

Her cunt doesn't last long under this frontal attack, and now she squirts all 
over him. 

“Sorry, sorry,” she gulps. 

But he drinks it all in, and then raises his head. 

Seeing him now, her heart aches for him. 

Her juices drip from his mouth and chin. 

He doesn't bother to wipe it away. 

Teresa sits up, pulling him in close, she showers him with kisses again. It 
ends with him kissing her long and deep. Their tongues dance in her mouth. 
She tastes his cum along with her's. It's an intoxicating mixture: both salty and 
sweet. 

They pull away. 

She is left panting like a dog. 

He is already hard again. 

Teresa gulps. 

“T want you to look at me,” she tells him, breathlessly. “While we fuck.” 

He nods at the request. 

She smiles, dreamily. Then lays back down on the mattress, with her legs 
spread wide. 

The boy gets on top of her again. 

Teresa can feel her brother's huge dick slap against her flat stomach. 

“Virgin,” the boy whispers in her ear, adding: “But remember what we've 
done and how much you want my dick.” 

He sits up. 

She eagerly nods. 

Then grits her teeth. She feels unbelievable pain in her crotch. It's so 
painful that she shuts her legs tight and rolls on her side clutching her 
stomach. 


Just as quickly as the pain comes, it vanishes, and now the girl has a mind- 
blowing orgasm that makes her toes curl. 

Cole reaches out and roles her onto her back again. 

Teresa can see that her brother is drooling, as he gets on top of her again. 

She doesn't understand why until he enters her. 

It's different this time. 

It hurts and she feels something tear inside of her. 

Soon the iron smell of blood fills the air. 

He fucks her hard. 

It hurts, hurts so much that she wants to tell him to stop, but she cannot 
summon the words. 

Instead, she tries to push him off. 

But the boy is having none of it. He grabs her wrists and pins them to the 
bed. 

Teresa continues to grit her teeth. 

She hates him now, for making her hurt so much, as he continues to have 
his way with her. 

He is not gentle as he fucks her. 

He is fucking her hard, and every thrust feels like a knife in her gut. 

Her pussy though, loves the attention and gushes in delight. 

Teresa continues to grit her teeth, praying that he will finish soon. 

But her pussy turns out to be her savior as the pain gradually subsides, 
replaced by the most intense intimate pleasure she has ever known. 

Sensing this change, her brother lets her go. 

Her body takes charge. 

Her arms and legs wrap around him pulling him in close. 

Now Teresa's hips thrust up against him, trying to pull him in deeper. 

Teresa moans loudly, but her cries are muffled as the mattress groans 
underneath them. 

Her brother, meanwhile, sucks one of her tits. 

Teresa smiles wide. 

The connection feels so primal and intimate, that it triggers an almost 
motherly love for him. 

Is this why mom likes fucking him so much? She wonders. Am I better lay 
than her? 

For now, these are questions that will remain unanswered. 

In the heat of the moment, her legs begin to shake uncontrollably. 

She grabs him tight. 

And with a shrill cry comes hard. 

Cole sits up. 

He grabs her still shaking legs and pulls close. 

She cries out again, as he pounds into her hard and fast. 

Teresa is too stunned to know what to do. 

Her brother fucks her at an almost blinding speed. 

It isn't long before she feels his cum building up in his shaft. 

The sensation triggers something primal in her, and now her pussy quickly 
takes charge again, hungry for his seed. 

Again, she slams her hips up against him. 

Her efforts are soon rewarded as he explodes inside of her. 

The explosion is so great that it makes both boy and girl cry out. The 
sudden rush of his seed makes her cum. She squirts all over him again. 


“Omigod,” she cries. “I love you! I love you so much!” 

And that's true. 

Both her heart and her pussy belong to him. 

She frowns when he does not tell her the same. 

Instead, he tells her to roll on her stomach again. 

Still frowning, she gets into position. 

He lays down behind her. 

She gasps, as his tongue darts out licking her pussy. 

Teresa smiles, a dreamy smile. 

She can't stay mad at him for long. 

He licks her pussy clean. 

Then he sits up and leans back against the headboard. 

“Now do me,” he tells her, as he holds his big penis out. 

Teresa is elated. Now is her time to shine. 

She goes to him. 

She whispers in his ear, telling him what she wants in return. 

He nods. 

She opens her mouth and takes him from the side. 

There are strange bone-like ridges on his shaft, making entry somewhat 
difficult, and she is only able to fit about halfway down her throat. 

“Jesus,” he cries, gritting his teeth. 

His reaction makes her smile. 

Teresa grabs his shaft and begins stroking. 

He groans loudly in response. 

With a shaky hand, he reaches over and rubs her pussy. 

A muffled moan issues from the girl's lips. 

Teresa continues to stroke him, just as her daddy taught her. 

Her brother suddenly sits up. 

“Oh god,” he cries. “Oh god, I'm going to cum.” 

True to his word his comes spits down her throat. 

Teresa slowly pulls her head back, letting her tongue lick the shaft, as she 
continues her retreat. At the tip, she kisses the bulbous head, and then she 
pulls free. 

She looks at him, seeking his approval. 

He nods. 

“That was amazing,” he tells her. 

She feels very girlish that he likes it. 

Suddenly, Teresa cries out, as she comes, leaving her pussy dripping wet. 

Cole pulls his hand back. 

His fingers drip with her juices. 

Teresa giggles, and now sucks his fingers clean. 

When she is finished, she stares at him. 

“Cole,” she says now. “Was I better than mom?” 

He nods, knowing that is the answer she wants. 

She smiles brightly at the response, and despite her sweat and messed up 
hair, she truly looks radiant. 

“You're really tight,” he tells her. 

Her face blushes red, a trace of her old shy self, coming through. 

She turns away. Despite fucking each other like animals, the girl feels very 
shy and awkward right now. 

By her reaction, Cole isn't sure if he's offended her somehow. 


He shrugs, chalking up her behavior to some weird girl thing. 

He lays back on the bed. 

The boy hears his sister gulp, and then she asks: “Can I stay with you 
tonight?” 

He shrugs again. He's already fucked her. He doesn't care what she does 
now. 

“T know I'm clinging,” she said. “But I just want to feel close to you tonight.” 

She looks at him, hopefully. 

Cole has a change of heart. This girl might be clingy, but she is also his twin 
sister. Plus, if he played his card right, she'd probably let him fuck her again. 

“Sure,” he said, opening his arms for her. 

She is a little unsure at first, thinking this might be a trick. 

Men only lust after her body, she knows, they care little for the shy 
awkward girl that the body belongs too. 

But this is her brother, and he's made her feel so good. She surrenders to 
him. Accepting his invitation, she snuggles up to him, and now lays her head 
on his bare chest. 

This close to him, Teresa is surprised that her brother has little to no body 
hair, even his balls look clean shaven, just like the guys in porn. She also 
notices that his big dick, even flaccid, stops just short of his rib cage. 

He truly is a sexy beast of a boy. 

Her face blushes red again. 

She looks up at him now, kissing him on the cheek. 

“T love you, Cole,” she whispers into the night. 

These would prove to be the girl's last words... 


XXIII. 
ALL GOOD THINGS 


Cole woke up to a nightmare. 

Blood covered his chest and the sheets underneath him. 

“Teresa?” He cries. 

The girl lies on her side, her back turned toward him. 

“Teresa,” he cries again, shaking her shoulder. 

She does not stir. 

Cole rolls his sister onto her back, and then gasps. 

Teresa's throat has been cut, and cut so deep her head is just barely hanging 
on. 

He jumps out of bed. 

“MOM!” Cole screams. 

There is no answer. 

He rushes into her room. Cole sees immediately that his mother's room is 
empty. Her bed is made and has not been slept in. 

That gives the boy pause. 

The boy runs into the hall still calling for his mother. 

A mocking voice at the back of his head tells him to check the bathroom. 

And that is where he finds her. 

Her body lies naked in the bathtub in a pool of red water. Her wrists 
slashed and the wounds run up her arm. 

The bloody razor is on the floor. 

A trial of blood leads to the bathroom mirror. Written in red are the word: 
“T'M SORRY.” 

Cole crumbles to the floor. 

It was all his fault. 

Cole could see it all now. His mother came home after work, saw Teresa 
and him naked in bed, and that must have sent the woman into a jealous rage. 
She killed Teresa, but felt deep remorse after murdering her own daughter, 
and then killed herself. 

God how could he have been so stupid?! 

The tiny glow from his necklace provided an answer. 

It almost seemed to shrink as it sensed his anger. 

In a rage, he roughly grabbed at it, trying to pull it free. 

It felt ice cold to the touch, and that cold was so great that it freezer burned 
his hand. 

Cole pushed through the pain, still trying to pull it off of him. 

The necklace retaliated, sending a powerful chill down his spine. 

It proved too much, and Cole let it go. 

“Let that be a lesson for you, Cole,” the voice hissed in the back of his mind. 

“You would do well not to reject our power.” 

Still shivering, the words haunted him, as his eyes rolled back, and he 
slipped into unconsciousness. 

His eyes flicker open. 


The first thing Cole sees is a halo of fat flies circle around his mother like 
horny teenage boys. 

He tries to shoo them away, but in doing so, he sees that there are more 
swarming around her beautiful body, forming something of a natural bra 
around her big tits. 

Cole retches. 

He hates to leave her there to be picked apart by these carrion bugs. 

The boy rushes from the bathroom. 

Briefly he wonders if his sister is suffering the same fate. 

He doesn't dare look. 

The loud knock from the front door provides an easy distraction. 

Cole answers. 

“Cole,” Felix thunders. “Bernie didn't come home last night! Where is she!” 

The color suddenly drains from the man's face. 

“Dear God,” Felix cries. “Are you alright?” 

Cole shakes his head. 

“My mom killed my sister,” the boy says flatly. “Then herself.” 

“Beth is dead?” Felix asks. 

The boy nods. 

“She's in the bathroom.” He cries and starts to sob. 

“It's going to be okay,” Felix said now. “Do you know where Bernie is?” 

The boy nodded again. 

“I can show you,” the boy said, sniffling. “There is a house in the woods.” 

Dear god, Felix thought. It's all happening again. 

“Please, Mr. Underhill,” the boy cried now. “Can you help me with my mom 
and sister?” 

Felix straightened. 

“Of course,” the man said. “Show me where they are.” 

Still sniffling, the boy let the man in. 

“This way,” Cole said. 

He led Felix to his bedroom and pointed. 

The girl lay naked in the boy's bed, covered in blood from a slashed throat. 

“Okay,” Felix said. 

He went to bed. Grabbing the sheet and wrapped the girl in it. 

“Should we wait for the police,” Cole asked. 

Felix shook his head. 

“They wouldn't understand.” The man told the boy. “Plus, you don't want 
them finding your sister like this, do you?” 

Cole shook his head in response 

“Where's Beth?” Felix asked. 

“In the bathtub.” The boy said quietly. 

Felix put a hand on the boy's shoulder. 

“Why don't you go to the living room,” Felix told him. “I'll take care of it.” 

The boy nodded and left the bedroom. 

Felix waited a few minutes until he was pretty sure that the boy had gone. 

Then he exited the room. 

When he entered the hall, he heard the boy sobbing in his mother's room. 

That didn't deter Felix, and now he made his way to the bathroom. 

He nearly retched when he saw the flies. 

But he got it together and now went to the tub. Rolling up his sleeve, Felix 
reached in and pulled out the plug. 


The blood-stained water drained out. 

Now all that remained was Beth's soaking wet corpse. 

The flies and maggots really done a number on her face and breasts. 

Felix shook his head 

She had always been so pretty, he thought. 

The man reached up and grabbed the shower curtain. With a pull he ripped 
it off its hooks. 

Then he wrapped up Beth in the plastic covering. 

He now sat on the toilet and smoked a cigarette. 

“We've come full circle, Beth,” he said. “Last time I was here, I was cleaning 
up your mess, and here we are again. Maybe if you just had told your kids 
what really happened to their dad, then none of this would have happened.” 

He took a few more puffs and flushed the cigarette. 

Now Felix went into the hall and called out for the boy. 

“Cole! Come here!” 

The boy rushed to the bathroom. 

“T'm here Mr. Underhill.” 

“Get cleaned up,” Felix told him, throwing him a towel. “And then put on 
some clothes.” 

The boy nodded. 

He wet the towel in the sink and began cleaning off the blood. 

“You know why this happened, right?” Felix asked. 

Cole pointed to the necklace. 

“T tried to take it off,” he told the man. “I really did.” 

The boy showed the man his burned and mangled right hand. 

“Tt fought back.” 

Now it was Felix's turn to nod. 

“Go get dressed,” He told the boy now. “Then you have to help me move the 
bodies.” 


Cole shook his head. 

“T need your help, kid,” the man said. “I'm not as young as I used to be.” 
Cole sighed deeply. 

“Tt won't be as bad as you think,” Felix reassured him. 

The boy left the bathroom. 


He seems okay right now, the man thought. But how will he be after 
sunset when I need him the most? 


xx * 


“The house can only be seen after sunset,” Felix explained, echoing Old 
Nathan's words. “So, we've got a couple of hours to prepare.” 

“T don't know if you'll be able to trust me at night,” the boy said, and Felix 
was struck by how much the boy sounded like his father. 

“That's when the necklace is at its full power,” Felix explained. 

“T could draw you a map,” the boy offered. 

“You have to come,” Felix explained. “They won't let me in, if you don't.” 

The bodies of both the boy's mother and sister now burned in a gravel pit 
behind Beth's house along with any other incriminating evidence. 

“Come on,” Felix said. “I have an idea.” 

They walked over to Felix's truck. 


“What's with all the trash bags?” Cole asked, while at the same time 
pinched his nose. 

“It'll be a cold day in hell,” Felix thundered, “before I pay this town twenty 
bucks to pick up my trash.” 

Cole laughed. 

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Bernie said you were feuding with Frank Dermett...” 

Cole paused. He sensed an immediate change in the man. 

“Felix, I'm sorry.”. 

“Help me dig through this stuff!” Felix said. His voice was flat and cold. 
“I'm looking for an old tackle box.” 

Boy and man silently dug through the trash. At the very bottom, Cole found 
an old coffee-stained tackle box. 

“That's it,” Felix said. “Here give it to me.” 

The boy slid the box over. 

Felix opened the box and reached in. 

Soon he held up a silver knife with strange markings on the blade. 

“This used to belong to Old Nathan,” Felix explained. “He was an oddball in 
our tiny village, but he was very wise about the monsters that used to haunt 
the forest. He helped me and your mom, a few years back.” 

Cole held up his hand, shielding his eyes. The sunlight from the blade made 
his heart race. And he could feel the snake pendant around his neck shrinking 
back from the weapon. 

“I thought about selling it a couple of times,” Felix told Cole now. 
“Especially when I was really hurting for money...” 

He pointed the blade at Cole now. 

The boy cringed back. 

“Don't please,” Cole cried. Holding up his hands to protect himself. 

“Relax Cole,” Felix said. “We have just to get that necklace off of you.” 

The man advanced. 

“T think the easiest way is to just chop off your head,” he said. “Then that 
baby should just slip right off.” 

“Felix please don't,” Cole screamed. 

The man grabbed the boy by his shirt and pulled him close. 

“Now don't move a muscle,” Felix warned. “I don't really have a steady 
hand, or the best eyesight on account of my years of drinking.” 

Cole closed his eyes, expecting the worst. 

There was a slight sting and then the necklace slid off of him landing with a 
thud on the ground below. 

“All done,” Felix laughed. “Just a little snip-snip and you're good as new.” 

Cole breathed a sigh of relief. 

“You asshole,” Cole screamed, and then started laughing. 

It was like a massive weight had been lifted from his shoulders. 

“Really had you going, didn't I,” Felix chuckled. 

The ground underneath them shook and swallowed the necklace under the 
earth. 

Cole screamed as pain racked every part of his body. He fell to the ground 
clutching his stomach. Every bone in his body broke at the same time, and his 
skin shrank in on itself. But that wasn't the worst part, No the worst part was 
when the process reversed, his bones reshaping, his skin stretching. The pain 
soon vanished, replaced by an intense orgasm as he came hard all over 
himself. 


Cole stood, blinking several times as if waking up from a dream. 
His clothes hung loosely on his now small frame and short stature. 
“I'm back to normal,” Cole cried, amazed. His voice was no longer deep, 


and he sounded like a kid again. 


“Uh not quite,” Felix said pointing down. 
Cole looked and saw that his penis was still very large. The shaft ran the 


length of his leg, with the head rested just inches from the ground. 


“Do you think it will shrink back down?” Cole asked. 

“Maybe if you take a cold shower,” Felix offered. 

“T think I have some kid's clothes in the back of the truck,” Felix said now. 
Cole made a disgusted face. 

“I'm not digging through the trash again, Felix,” Cole said. “Wait, hang on.” 
Cole ran back into the house, and back into his room. 

He shuddered as he saw his bed. Even if it had been stripped of the blood- 


stained sheets, it still haunted him. 


The boy went to his dresser and grabbed some clothes. He dressed and 


stuffed some extra clothes in his backpack. 


It felt so good to be wearing his own clothes again. 

He ran back outside. 

Cole found Felix digging through the tackle box again. 

“Whatcha doing,” Cole asked. 

Felix held up a gun. He opens the barrel and now dumped out the bullets 


back into the tackle box. The man now reached into his pocket and reloaded 
the gun. 


“Only three bullets?” Cole asked. 
“These ones are special,” Felix said. “They're silver bullets. And three is all I 


have left.” 


“Wow, no way,” Cole said. 
“They were also Old Nathan's,” Felix said. “And these ones are solely 


marked for a man named Henry King.” 


“Mr. King,” Cole said. “I met him in the woods. Ruth was with him.” 
Felix shook his head. 

“Those Dermett's are nothing but trouble,” Felix grumbled. 

Felix held out the silver knife to Cole. 

“Here keep this on you,” Felix said. “But don't go waving it around, 


understand.” 


Cole nodded, and slipped the blade in his belt, covering the hilt with his 


shirt. 


“It's time,” Felix said. “Lead the way.” 
With the boy in the lead, they entered the woods. 
Soon the trees closed in around them, preventing any escape. 


XIV. 
THE FOREST SIRENS 


“Do you see them?” Cole whispered. “There are people watching us from 
behind the trees.” 

“Ignore them, “Felix answered. “They are already lost.” 

They approach the house. 

Cole grits his teeth, as dirty thoughts invade his mind. He thinks of his 
sister naked before him. Her hard nipples, her perfect ass, and how tight her 
little snatch was as he fucked her. He relives the moment over and over again 
in his mind. 

His erection is hard and painful. 

Seeing him struggling, Felix lays a hand on the boy's shoulder. 

“Don't give in, Cole,” the man tells him now. “It will pass.” 

“Cole,” one of the people calls out from the trees. “Come join us.” 

The voice sounds just like his sister. 

“Join us, Cole,” another voice calls out. 

It's his mother's voice! 

The boy is tempted and now breaks from the path and starts heading for 
the trees. 

“Cole no!” Felix screams. 

The man races after the boy. 

“That's it, son.” Another voice beckons. This one sounds just like his dad. 
“Come on, it’s alright. We can be a family again.” 

“Won't that be wonderful?” The voice of his mother asked. “To be a family 
again. 

Felix reaches out, but the boy is faster, as he speeds towards the tree line. 

“Yes,” the voice of his sister hissed. “Join us.” 

A ghostly dark figure steps out from behind the trees, holding its arms out 
for an embrace. 

“Mom,” Cole cries, rushing forward. 

“That's right,” the figure hissed. “Come give mommy a hug.” 

The boy was still too far away. 

Felix wasn't sure what to do. 

“Felix,” another voice called. 

“Bernie?!” 

“Help me, cousin!” The Bernie voice said now. “You said you would always 
protect me!” 

“Shut up!” Felix thundered. 

The Bernie voice roared with laughter. 

Felix snapped his head, and now saw that the boy had almost reached the 
trees. 

“Such a good boy,” the ghostly figure said. Its voice was a distorted 
combination of the boy's mother, sister, father, and even Bernie. 

“Such a good boy.” 


There was no time to reach the boy. 

For a moment, Felix thought about using the gun. But something told him 
not to waste his bullets. 

The man reaches into his coat pocket, his fingers touching a small 
flashlight. 

Better than nothing, he thinks. 

He clicks the flashlight on and a beam of light cuts through the darkness. 

And now it exposes the truth. 

In the light, the siren that had tried to lead Cole to his doom stands 
revealed and she is truly hideous to behold. 

Her skin is thin and pale. Her tiny black eyes are sunken into her skull. Her 
tits are skinny and sagging. What little hair she has is unkempt and grimy. 

Cole saves himself, as he stumbles back. 

Felix keeps the light trained on the creature. 

Defeated, she hisses and again retreats back behind the trees. 

“T told you to ignore them,” Felix scolds. 

“What was that?” 

Felix shakes his head. 

“That would have been you,” he tells the boy. 

Cole can see that the man is shaking. 

“They took my brother,” Felix confessed. “Stole him away like they almost 
took you. They almost got me too. If Old Nathan and Beth hadn't held me 
down, I would have chased after my brother and become lost like him.” 

As if on cue, a new voice called out. This one is very faint. 

“Help me, Felix.” It cries. “It's me, Phillip.” 

Felix ignores it, though Cole can see the pain on the man's face. 

Behind them, the house's red door creaks open. 

The sound is loud enough that both boy and man turn. 

From the door, a clawed gray hand reaches out. 

With a large, gnarled finger, it beckons them forward. 

“Looks like we're invited,” Felix said. 

They approach the house. 

“You would so easily abandon your own brother?” The voice from the trees 
calls out. 

The porch creeks under their weight. 

“One of you will join us soon,” the voice warns. 

Cackling laughter follows them as they enter the house. 


XV. 
THE HOUSE OF AGONY AND SIN 


It is surprisingly bright inside the house. 

But the light is tainted red. 

The color of blood, anger and sex. 

They are greeted at the door by a young woman dressed in a maid outfit. 

She is busty and curvy, and the outfit only adds to her appeal. 

What turns them off is her face. 

The face is like one of those cheap blow-up dolls, and her frozen open- 
mouthed expression makes the maid appear to be in a constant state of 
surprise. 

She bows to them, showing her subservient, and giving them an eyeful of 
her cleavage. 

The maid stands again and turns. 

They see now that her skirt is a little too short, and a large part of her bare 
ass is exposed. 

Cole begins to drool at the sight. 

She beckons them to follow and walks down a hall. As she walks, her bare 
ass jiggles suggestively with every step. 

“Clean thoughts,” Felix tells the boy. 

The maid comes to an abrupt stop in front of a room to their left. She bows 
again, bending at the waist, shoving her ass out. She stands again and then 
silently gestures toward the room. 

“Should we go in?” Cole asked. 

“Seems like we should,” Felix answered. 

They pushed past the maid and entered the room. 

Immediately they had to duck down, as the room narrowed and shrunk the 
further in, they went, making the other side of the room nothing more than a 
tiny pinpoint. 

A worm-like creature, squeeze through that pinpoint. 

Felix shoves the boy behind him, and then draws his gun. 

The creature lands with a thud into the room. 

It slowly scurried towards the intruders on its tiny legs. 

As the creature drew closer, it started to get bigger. 

Its red skin popped and stretched as it expanded. 

The sound reminds the boy of bacon sizzling in a pan. 

The door suddenly slammed shut behind them, trapping them both inside. 

Startled, Felix briefly looks over his shoulder. 

He is only distracted for a moment, but those wasted seconds are enough 
for the creature to seize him and pull him in close. 

Cole's hand drops to the hilt of the knife. 

But Felix warns him away. 

The creature now stands revealed. 

Its body is that of a giant penis, but it has the face of an old friend. 

“Nathan?!” Felix cries. 


“Kill me, Felix,” Nathan begs him. The old man's voice sounds raspy and 
tired. 

The old man holds Felix with its centipede-like legs. 

Nathan turns his ugly head. 

Soon white goo spews from his mouth. 

“Please,” Nathan begs him, the goo still dripping from his mouth, making 
him look rabid. 

Felix does not hesitate. 

He lifts the gun and fires. 

The boom of the gunshot reverberates against the walls. 

“Oh shit!” Cole cries. 

The boy has reason to curse, as the room now begins to collapse in on itself. 

For the moment, Felix is only concerned for his old friend. 

Felix shakes his head. 

To be condemned to such cruel fate, was inhuman. It must have been a 
living nightmare for such a proud and wise man. 

But in death Old Nathan looks serene. 

His decades long torment is finally over. 

Felix wonders if Bernie has suffered a similar fate. 

He reminds himself to save a bullet for her, just in case. 

“Felix,” Cole screams, “Come on! The door is open!” 

Boy and man make good their escape, just before the room completely falls 
in upon itself. 

But the boy doesn't make it far. 

As soon as he is out the door, the maid attacks. 

Before Cole can resist, she kisses him, sealing her open mouth tight around 
his lips. 

The maid begins to suck, hoovering in his breath. 

The boy's cheek's sink in. 

His skin becomes almost paper thin, to the point where his bones protrude. 

Felix comes to Cole's aide, trying to pull the woman off the boy. 

But they are lip-locked, and the man is unable to separate the pair. 

Felix thinks about using the gun again, especially when the boy's eyes start 
to bulge from his head. 

But the man stays his hand, knowing that he should conserve his only 
weapon for the dangers ahead. 

A darker thought now invades his mind. 

Maybe I should leave Cole to his fate, he thinks. It's all his fault that I'm 
even this mess to begin with. 

It was a reasonable idea. The boy is nothing more than a liability. 

But mind and heart are not in agreement. 

Felix digs through his coat pocket again. 

His magic pocket, Old Nathan had called it, because it contained everything 
he needed. 

His fingers close around a pen. 

Felix didn't even know where the pen came from or how long it had been 
there. He had properly stolen it from the bank. 

But right now, where it came from didn't matter. 

The only thing that mattered was what it could do for him now. 

He jams the pen next to the maid's head and clicks the top. 

Instantly she let the boy go. 


A pfffsss sound followed as the maid's head deflated from the sudden 
breach. 

Cole sucked in grateful air, his health rapidly returning. 

Felix pulls the boy up to his feet, and the two of them run away from the 
maid’s soul sucking love. 


xx * 


“This place is like a maze,” Felix grumbled. He was out of shape, and his 
lack of exercise left him sweating and panting. 

“I know it feels like we've been walking for hours,” Cole said. “But it's only 
been like twenty minutes according to my watch.” 

Felix sighs in frustration. 

“Let's try this way,” Felix said. 

They round a corner. 

“Uh...,” Cole cries, pinching his nose. “What is that smell?” 

“Someone has been marking their territory,” Felix answered. “We're getting 
close.” 

“Look, there is someone up there.” 

Cole rushes forward. 

Felix sighs in frustration again, and now races to catch up. 

They soon meet up at glass cage. 

Inside the cage is a naked woman. 

She has brown skin like them, but her hair is a fiery red. Her breasts are 
large, almost comically so. Her lips are full and lush, but they are a strange 
blue color. 

The woman's eyes are closed but her lips are puckered, making her appear 
to be in a state of bliss. 

“Wow,” Cole sighed. “She's a real knockout.” 

“Clean thoughts,” Felix reminded the boy. 

The man looks up. He sees a stylized sign on top of the cage that reads: 
“TROPHY WIFE.” 

“Yuck,” the boy spat. 

On the front of the cage, near the woman’s crotch, are thick yellowish-white 
stains splattered all over the glass. 

“Looks like someone got really excited,” Felix said. “And recently too.” 

He pointed to a fresh stain that was still white and wet. 

Cole’s face soured 

“Oh gross,” he said. 

“Beware,” the woman said. She opened her eyes wide. 

Both boy and man jumped back at this sudden surge of life. 

“Beware,” she repeated. “He will take seven steps, and then the Hairy King 
shall fall, but in his defeat, one of you will be lost forever.” 

She looked confused for a moment. 

“Wait,” she said. Her voice is throaty and sensual. “That hasn't happened 
yet. It's like I'm always running to catch up.” 

She looks up and sees the two men in front of her. 

“Oh,” the woman gushes. “Gentlemen callers.” 

“We're no gentlemen, lady,” Felix tells her. 

“That's even better,” the woman says, licking her full lips. Her voice is 
husky now, but also dripping wet. “I like it rough.” 


She pushes her big tits against the glass. 

“Why don't you open the cage and turn me loose.” 

“We're good.” Felix tells her. 

“Yeah, we're good,” Cole echoes, trying to hide his obvious erection with his 
shirt. 

The woman pouts. 

“Are you sure?” She asks. “How about a kiss?” 

She presses her lips against the cage, leaving a blue stained mark on the 
glass. 

The wall in front of them tear open, as if unseen hands rip it apart. With the 
barrier striped away, Cole and Felix stare in awe. There is a presence here. 
They can both feel it, but it is hidden and silent in this place of worship. 

The giant wolf, however, is not so easily ignored. He sits on a large throne. 
Behind the wolf there is only inky darkness. 

“Now now, Marissa,” the wolf scolds. “Don't be rude to our guests.” 

“T wasn't darling,” the woman in the cage cried. “I just wanted to have a 
little fun with them.” 

The wolf laughs. His laughter echoes against the inky void, sounding like 
barking dogs. 

Cole points at the throne. 

Felix nods, silently reading the word: “THE HAIRY KING.” 

“You'd better watch out for that one,” the wolf snarls. “She's pretty wild. 
That's why we had to cage her.” 

The wolf leans back on his throne. 

“This one,” it says now. “Is a little more agreeable.” 

The wolf shifts slightly revealing a girl sitting in his lap. 

The girl is tiny in comparison to the massive creature. 

“That's Ruth,” Cole cries. 

“A Dermett,” Felix spat. “Figures one of them would be involved in this.” 

“Do you want her Cole?” The wolf coos. “I've grown tired of her.” 

“T can't stop coming,” the girl cries, in ecstasy. 

Cole could see that the girl was eagerly getting herself on the wolf's massive 
penis. 

The wolf reaches down with a large hand and pulls the girl off of him. 

“No,” Ruth screamed. “No. Don't make me stop!” 

The wolf ignores her pitiful cries and now drops the girl in front of Cole. 

“I need more,” the girl hisses. “Give it to me!” 

Cole sees that the girl's slit has been all stretched out and there is now a 
gaping hole in her crotch, so large and deep that her intestines are hanging out 
from the opening. 

“Give me your dick,” She hissed now. Ruth grabs her hair pulling it out in 
clumps. “I need it. I need it so bad!” 

Cole steps back, trying to get away. But he ends up tripping over his own 
feet and now falls onto his back. Ruth pounces on top of him immediately. 

“Oh yes, oh yes,” she purred, writhing on top of him. 

This close, Cole could see the girl's mouth was also stretched out. Her once 
pretty face hideously twisted into something serpentine. Her tongue rolls out 
of her mouth. It stretched long, slapping the boy across the face. 

A shot rang out. 

With a boom, Ruth's head explodes. 

Cole pushed the girl off of him. 


“I repeat, Henry,” Felix snarled. “Where is Bernie?” 

“You're breaking all my favorite toys,” the wolf growled. 

“I break your goddamn skull open,” Felix thunders, pointing his gun at the 
wolf. “If you don't give me back my cousin.” 

The wolf held up his strong hands in surrender. 

“How about I offer you something else instead,” the wolf cooed. The 
necklace now dangled from his long monstrous fingers. It shone bright against 
the black void behind him. 

“Think of it, Felix,” the wolf said now. His voice is smooth and seductive. 
“You can have any woman you want, and they will do anything for you.” 

Felix laughed. 

It was not a kind laugh, but mirth drench in resentment and tainted with 
bitterness. 

“Man,” he said. “You've never been married to Alice Dermett, have you? 
That woman is even worse than you. She raked me over the coals in our 
divorce. I swore off the fairer sex after that. The juice just ain't worth the 
squeeze, man.” 

The wolf black lips curled in disgust in response to the rejected temptation. 

The beast now turned to the boy. 

“How about you, Cole,” the wolf offered. “Do you want the power back?” 

Cole did. 

He ached for it. Hungered for it. Wanted to feel strong and powerful again. 

The wolf can see that his words have touched a nerve. 

But the creature makes a mistake, by pushing it too far. 

“Your mother and sister may be dead,” the wolf purrs. “But you can find 
other women in this town that can fulfill those roles in your life if that's what 
you really want.” 

“Go fuck yourself!” Cole screams. 

Defeated again, the wolf now appeals to a higher power. 

He smiles showing off his sharp yellow teeth and now lifts his large hands 
to the heaven's above. 

“I have friends in high places,” the wolf tells them now. 

Both Cole and Felix feel something heavy and wet drop on their shoulders. 

“It's the tentacles,” Cole screams. 

Without thinking, Felix fired. 

The flash of the gun briefly lit up the inky void, revealing an Asian man 
standing on a catwalk high above them. In his crotch a hideous mass squirmed 
and twisted. 

The bullet found a target, hitting the Asian man straight in the groin. 

The Asian man let out his hellish wail. 

The wail shook the very foundation around them, knocking both Cole and 
Felix to the stony floor. 

The cries soon faded to dull ghostly sobs. 

The wolf laughed uproariously. 

“You're out of silver bullets, little man.” 

“Henry!” 

The wolf visible shrank at this new voice. 

Felix abandoned the empty gun and now reached into his pocket. 

He pulled out his flashlight again and clicked it on. 


The light revealed another naked woman in a glass cage. The cage hung 
suspended from the high ceiling above. Like the other woman, the front of her 
cage was covered in cum stains. 

The woman in the cage was also very beautiful. Blonde flowing hair, pale 
skin, curvy body. Felix thought she looked like a hippie chick. The woman 
definitely has a flower child vibe about her. But her stern expression was not 
one of peace and love. 

“What do you think you're doing, young man?” the woman asked. 

She had her arms folded across her chest, angrily hiding her bare breasts. 

“Grandma,” the wolf cried, hiding his face behind a hairy palm. “You're 
embarrassing me.” 

“You return this man's cousin,” the woman said. “Right now, young man.” 

“Fine,” the wolf growled. “She's nothing but trouble anyway.” 

Bernie rushed out of the darkness. 

“Felix,” she cried, embracing the man. 

She was naked but looked otherwise unharmed. 

“You all right, Bernadette?” Felix asked. 

“T am thanks to this,” Bernie said, holding up the silver dreamcatcher. 
“They tried a bunch of perverted shit. But this kept them back. All they 
managed to do was tear my clothes off.” 

“T'm glad you're okay, Bernie,” Cole said. 

The girl turned. 

Her fist shot out, striking the boy in the nose. 

“You asshole,” Bernie snarled. 

Felix took off his coat and draped it around the girl's shoulder. 

“I probably deserved that,” Cole said, tilting his head back as blood trickled 
from the nose. 

“I am so sorry,” the woman in the hanging glass cage said. “I don't know 
what's gotten into my grandson. I thought I raised him better than that.” 

The beast raised a hand and waved the woman away. 

“Go away, grandma,” the wolf purred. “We'll play later.” 

The flashlight clicked off on its own, casting the woman back into the 
darkness. 

The same darkness now wrapped itself around the wolf, making him appear 
as nothing more than a pair of glowing eyes and stained yellow teeth. 

“But there is a price for her return,” the wolf mused. “One of you must take 
her place.” 

Felix opened his mouth to speak, but Cole beat him too. 

“T'll stay Mr. King,” the boy said. 

“Good boy,” The wolf purred. 

“Cole, no,” Bernie cried. 

“Yeah, son, you should let me stay,” Felix said. “I don't have many years 
left. You have your whole life in front of you.” 

“What else is there for me?” Cole asked. “My mom and sister are dead. I've 
hurt a lot of people including you Bernie and Jessica. This is my punishment.” 

As he talked, Cole lifted up his shirt a little, showing Felix the hilt of the 
silver knife. 

Felix understood. 

“Cole's, right.” Felix said, grabbing Bernie's hand. “Let's go Bernie.” 

“We can't leave Cole behind,” Bernie cried. 

“He knows what he's doing, come on.” 


The man drags the girl away. 

“Cole!” Bernie cries out. 

But soon she disappears into the red light of the hallway. 

A chill now ran up the boy's spine. 

The boy flinches, as the wolf comes up behind him. 

“Don't worry boy,” the wolf growls sweetly in his ear. 

Cole could feel the creature's large penis resting against his backside. 

“You will not be punished,” the wolf mews. “There will be no agony, no 
torment. I offer you a life of endless pleasure. Do you remember your cousins: 
Sam and Roberta?” 

Two naked headless girls approach. Disembodied giggling accompanies 
them as they begin touching Cole all over his body. Sam is still sported her 
MALE GAZE T-shirt. The boy could see that her nipples were very hard 
underneath the fabric. 

“Play with them as much as you like,” The wolf tells him now. “And when 
you get tired of them, we have plenty of other girls here that are ready and 
willing to play with you anyway you like.” 

“This is it,” the woman with blue lips cries. “When the Hairy King falls...” 

“What are you talking about, Marissa?” The wolf cried. 

Cole provided the answer. 

The boy reaches under his shirt. He grabs the hilt of the silver knife and in 
one quick motion he turns and then slides the knife into the wolf's guts. 

The wolf gasps at this unexpected betrayal. 

It retreats away from the boy. 

But the wolf only takes seven steps before it falls. 


XVI. 
PUNISHMENT'S END 


Cole is no fool, he makes a run for it, 

But the boy has broken the rules of the house. He has not been a good guest 
and has killed the host. Such actions demand appropriate punishment. 

The house has existed for untold millennia, and it is always seeking new 
amusement. 

So, it lets the boy run. 

It doesn't drag him into the floor or trap him into a maze of endless walls. 

It makes a good show of collapsing in on itself. 

Giving the boy a sense of urgency. 

But it leaves a clear path to the front door for him to follow. 

The boy is elated. 

His prayers have been answered. 

The boy approaches, the front door springs open. 

He sees his friends outside. 

There is great joy from all. 

“Cole,” the girl cries, excitedly. 

She has such small, beautiful dreams for him. 

To marry him, to bear his children, to grow old together, to live happily 
ever after. 

Even the man has dreams for this boy. 

To raise the boy as his own and be a father figure to him, to be there during 
the most important moments of his life, to give Bernie away at their wedding, 
to be a cranky but soft-hearted grandfather to their kids. To have the boy and 
the girl at his bedside just before he passes from this mortal coil. 

Such sweet, beautiful dreams... 

It will be wonderfully gut-wrenching to tear them all away. 

The boy steps onto the porch, he is almost there. A few steps away from his 
happy ending. All the monsters of the forest green have been defeated, and 
true love is within his grasp. 

For this is a love story, it's always been a love story... 

But... 

A board breaks under the boy’s weight. 

He falls through the porch. 

He is trapped, stuck halfway in the porch and halfway out. 

The boy laughs. 

His predicament, a minor inconvenience. 

Felix, the man, also laughs and rushes to pull the boy out. 

His right foot touches the step. 

But the man senses that something is wrong. 

His senses are sharp as ever. 

He suddenly remembers what happened the last time. Especially to his old 
friend who also got stuck in the porch. 

“No,” he cries. “No.” 

The man pulls his foot back, as if it he has touched hot lava. 


“What's wrong?” The girl cries. 

They never did realize who the true enemy was this entire time. 

It was never the hairy king! 

Once upon a time the house was a god. A god of cruel terror, and great 
delights. But also, of deep and terrible sorrows. Though it is now considered a 
has been by these modern times, it still has a god's vast wants, great desires, 
and vile hungers. 

“Don't look,” the man screams. “Don't look!’ 

The girl shakes her head, not understanding. 

Yes, the man's senses are still quite sharp. He knows that time is running 
out, and rather than try to explain, he tackles the girl to the ground and covers 
her eyes with his hand. At the last moments, he turns his own head away, not 
daring to look. To behold the house’s true depraved and perverse form is a 
sight not meant for the mortal gaze, only madness and death would surely 
follow. 

The house roars in triumph, as it begins to rise, tearing away from its 
foundations. Claiming the boy as a sacrifice, it vanishes into a ball of blue 
light, as it moves onto pastures greener than these. 

The girl is left shaken and devastated. Her heart breaks from the weight of 
the boy's loss. 

For her love story was always destined to end... in great tragedy. 


THE END 


ALSO BY KELLY WILCOX: 


SOMETHING DEEP INSIDE 

In matters of the heart, Marissa had always been painfully shy, and that had 
always held her back. But one magic drug awakens something deep inside of 
her. And once awake, no one is safe from her depravity.... not even her own 
family! 


VILE HUNGER (BOOK 1) 

Martin Zall was the kind of guy who just couldn't catch a break. But a chance 
encounter with a mysterious stranger, leaves him in possession of a necklace— 
a necklace that contains an obscene power. And with that power at his 
fingertips, Martin Zall gains completely mastery of the flesh. But succumbing 
to his own lusts and desires will soon release the beast lurking deep inside of 
him and unlock his Vile Hunger! 


